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aceoiding to the probable antiqu tj of the storj, 
not the gi, of the actual lorm or langua^i. Ex- 
ceptions lo this rule will be ob ened, partly the 
result of oversight partly of fluctuating views; 
tho most noticeable caae is in the Firat Book, 
where the bailada that stand at the beguining are 
cerlaii ly not so old as some that follow Ag^n, 
It la itrj possible thit some piecea mi^iit with 
advanUgc be transfeired to different Looks, but 
it IS bel e\ed that the t,ei eral diaposilion will be 
found praitically conienieat. Tt i« as follows: — 

Book I contains Ballads in^olvin^ bupersti- 
tions of larous kiids —as ol Fiiiies Elves, 
W'^ler spirits Enchanlment and Ghosllj Appa- 
ritions , and aUo some Legemla of Popular 
Hen.c= 

Book II. Tragic Love-ballads. 

Book IK. oilier Tragic Ballads. 

Book IV. Love-ballads not Tragic. 

Book V. Ballads of Eobiii Hood, his followers, 
and compeers. 

Book VJ. Ballads of other Outlaws, especially 
Border Outlaws, of Border Forays, Feuds, &c 

Book VII. Historical Ballads, or those relating 
to public characters or events. 

Book Vlir. Miscellaneous Ballads, especially 
Humorous, Satirical, Burlesque ; also some speci- 
mens of the Moral and Scriptuml, and all euch 
pieces as had been overlooked in arranging the 
earlier volumes. 
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For the Texts, the rule has been to select the 
most authentic copies, and to reprint tliem as they 
stand in the collections, restoring readme that 
had been changed without grounds, and noting all 
deviations from the originals, whether those of 
previous editors or of this edition, in llje margin. 
Interpolations acknowledged by the editors have 
genei-ally been dropped. In two instances only 
have previously printed texts been superseded or 
greatly improved: the text of The Horn of King 
Arihur, iti the first volume, was furnished from 
the manuscript, by J. O, Halliwulj, E-q., and 
Adam Bel, in the fifth volume, has been amended 
by a recently discovered fragment of an excellent 
edition, kindly communicated by J. P. Collier, 
Esq. 

The Introductory Notices prefixed to the seve- 
ral ballads may seem dry and somewhat meagre. 
They will be found, it is believed, to comprise 
what is most essential even for the less cursory 
reader to know. These prefaces are intended to 
give an account of all tlie printed forms of each 
ballad, and references to the books in which they 
were first published. In many cases also, the 
corresponding ballads in other languages, espe- 
dally in Danish, Swedish, and German, are briefly 
pointed out. But these last notices are \ery im- 
perfect. Faacinatmg as such investigations are, 
tbey could not be allowed to interfere with the 
progress of the series of Poets of which this col- 
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lechon of Eilhds forms a part nor were the 
neeeaaary booki immednti-Ij at h'iiiJ A.t a moie 
favotible time thewhole subjeit may Ip re uiued, 
nnkhs ome perton better quaUfied thall Uke it 
up in the interiin 

While upon thi3 point let me make the warm 
eat leknowledgmenls for the help received from 
Grundtii^f, Ancient Popular Ballads of Den 
mark {DanmarLs Gamle FoUeiuer) a work 
which his no equal in ilg line and nhich may 
in every way serve a« a model for collections of 
Manorial Ballad^ Such a work asGiundlvi^s 
can only be imitated by an Fnglish ed tor never 
equalled, for the mafenal is not at hand All 
Denmaik seems to have combined to 1 elp oa his 
labors, school ra^^l I ra ind clergymen in tho^e 
retired nooks where tvidition longfst linger have 
been \eiy active in takmg down billidi from 
the mouths of the people ai 1 a la ge number 
of old mmuscripls have been pi iced at his dis 
po il — We \iv,e not even the Percy "\Ianu 
sciipt it our command and must he content to 
take the ballids as they in pnnted in the Re 
hgues «ith all the editors change This manu 
script la understood to be in the hands of a dealer 
who IS kecpii g It from the public m or It to en- 
hance ita \alup The grille t service that can 
now be done lo Engh h Ballad hteialure 13 to 
publish tills prec ous document. Civil zation has 
made too ^rett stridea m the lalaud of Great 
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Britain for us to expect much more from tradi- 
tion. 

Certain short romances which formerly stood 
in the First Book, have been dropped from this 
second Edition, in order to give the collection a 
homogeneous character. One or two ballads have 
been added, and some of tlie prefaces considera- 
bly enlarged. F. J. C. 

Mas, I860. 
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Ot ENQUSU AND SCOTTISH BALLADS AKS SOHQS. 

(This list does not inclnda (eioepting sfew reprmta) Iho 
eollecdonfl of Songs, Madrigals, " Ballets," &o., published in 
the sixteenth and seventeenth centnries, — the titles of most 
of Vfbich sre to be seen in Runbault's Biblimheca Madrigal- 
iana. On th« other hand, it does include a few nseful bookB 
ooaneoted with ballad-poetiy which wonld not properly coma 
mto ft list of collectiona. The relati-ve importanco of the 
■works in this Hat is partially indicated bv difference of type. 
When two or more editions are mentioned, those used ill this 
collection are distinguished by brackets. A few books 
which we have not succeeded in findinii; — all of slight or no 
importance — are marked witb a star.] 
"A Choise Collection of Comio and Serions Scots Poems. 
Both Ancient and Modern. By several Hands. Edinburgh- 
Printed by James Walson." Three Farts, 1706, 1709, 1710. 
[1713, 1709, 1711.] 
"Miscellany Poems, containing a variety of new TrHnslationa 

By the most eminent hands." Ed, by Dryden. B vols, 
lated. 166^1708. Ed.ofl716*contains ballads notin the 

" Wit and Mirth : or Pills to Purge Melanclioly ; being 
a Collection of the best Merry Ballads and Songs, Old 
and New. Fitted to all Humours, having each their 
proper Tune for either Voice or Instrument; most 
of ttie Songs being new set." By Thomas D'Urfey. 
6 vols. London. 1719-20. 

"A Collection op Old BALtics. Correel«d 
frcan the best and most ancient Copies extant 
With Introductions Historical, Critical, or Humop- 
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ous." 3 vols. London, 1st and 2d vol. 1723, 3d toL 

1725. 

" The Evergreen. Being a. Collection of Scots Poems, 
Wrote by the Ingenious before 1600. Publielied 
by Allan Ramsay." 2 vols. Edinburgh, 1724. 
[Edinburgh. Printed for Alex. Donaldson, 1761.] 

« The Tea-Table Miscellany: A Collection of Choice 
Songs, Scots and English." Edinburgh. 1724. 
4 vols. [GUsgow, E. & A. Foulis. 1768. 2 vols.] 

« Orpheus Caledonius, or a Collection of Scots Songs, Sat to 
Uusick by W. Thomson." LoodoQ, 1735, foL [1733,2 voU. 
Bto.] 



" The British Musical MiBcallany, or The Deli^itful GrovB, 
being a coUaction of relebrated English and Scottish 
Songs." London. 1733-36. 

"Eei-iques op Ancient English Poetry: Con- 
MSting of Old Heroic Ballads, Songs, and other 
Pieces of our Earlier Poets ; together with some 
few of later date. By Thomas Percy, Lord 
Bishop of Dromore." 3 vols. 1st ed. London, 
1765. [4th ed. (improved) 1794. — London, L. A. 
Lewis, 1839.] 

"Ancient and Modern Scottish Sonqs, Ileroie 
Ballads, &c." By David Herd. 2 vols. Edin- 
burgh, 1769. 2d ed. 1776. [3d ed. Printed for 
Lawrie and Symington, 1791.] 

" Ancient Scottish Poems. Published from the M3. of George 
Bojinatyne, HDLivni." By Sir David Dairymple, Lord 
Haibg. Edinburgh, 1770. 
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BALLADS AND SONGS. XV 

■ The Choice Spirit's Clmplet! or a Poesy from Pnrnassus, 
being a Select Culleetiuu of Songs from Che mast approved 
BUtliors! mniij of lliom written and tiio whole compiled by 
George Alesaiider Stevons, Esq." Wbitehavon, 1771. 

"A Collection of English Songs ia score for tliree or four 
Voices. Compoaed about the year 1500. Tnken from 
MSS. of the snme Bge, Eevised and digested liy John 
Stafford Smith." London, 1779. 

" Seoldsh Tragic Ballads." John Pinkerton. Loa- 
don, 1781. 

" Two Ancient ScolUsh Poems; The Gnbcrhinzie-Man and 
Christ's Kivk on the Green. With Koles and Obsarvatlons. 
By John Calleuder, Esq. of Craigforib." Edinburgh, 1783. 

"TiiB Charmer: A Collootion of Songs, chiefly Eucb as are 
eminent tor poetical merit; among which are many orig- 
inals, and others that were narer before printed in a song- 
book." 2 vols. 4th ed. Ediuburgh, 1762. 

" Select Scottish Ballads." 2 toIs. John Pinkerton. 
London, 17H3. Vol. 1 Tragic Ballads, Vol. D. 
Comic Ballads. 

" A Select Collection of Engliat Songs, witli their 
Original Airs- and an Historical Essay on the Origin 
and Progresi of National Song." By J. Ilitson. 
1783. 2d ed, with Additional Songa and Occasional 
Notes, by Thomas Park. London, 1813, 3 vols. 

" The Poetical Museum. Containing Songa and 
Poems on almost every subject. Mostly frorn 
Periodical Publications." Geoige Caw, Havrick, 
1784. 

"The EiHhoprio Garland or Durham Minstrel." Edited by 
Bilson, Srnckton, 17B4. Newcastle, 1703. [London, 
1S09.] See " Northern Garlands," p. xin. 

* "The New British Songster. A Collection of Songs, Scot* 
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LIST OF COLLECTIONS OF 



"Ancient Scottish Poems, nerer before in print, but now 
published from liio MS. collections of Sir Richard Mait- 
liuid," &c. John Fiukerton. 2 vols. London, 1786. 

" The Works of James I,, King of Scotlnnd." To which am 
added " Two Ancient Scotish Poems, commoalj Hsoribed 
to King James V." (The Gaberiuniie-Man and the JoHie 
Beggar.) Morrison's Sooljsh Poets. Poets. Perth, 1788. 

" The Scots Musical Museum. In six volumes. 
Consisting of Sis Hundred Scots Songs, with 
proper Basses for the Fiano Forte," &c. By James 
Johnson. Edinburgh, 1787-1S03. [3d ed. "wiHi 
copious Notes and Illustrations of the Lyric Poetry 
and Music of Scotland, by the late Wiliam Sten- 
iouse," and "with additional Notes and Illustra- 
tions," by David L^g. i vols. Edinburgh and 
LondoD, 1853.] 

"The Yorkshire Gnrland.'' Edited by Eitson. York, 1788. 
See " Nortbem Garlands," p. lix. 



« Pieces of Ancient Popular Poetry : From Authentic 
Manuscripts and Old Printed Copies. By Joseph 
Eitson, Esq." London, 1791. [Secraid Edition, 
London, 1833.] 

" Ancient Songs and Ballads, from the Reign of King 
Henry the Second to the Revolution. Collected 
by Joseph Kitson, Esq." 2 vols. Printed 1787, 
dated 1790, published 1792. [London, 1823.] 

"SootUsh Poems, reprinted from scarce editions, with three 
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BALLADS AHT> SONGS. 



* " The Melodies of Scolland, &o. The Poetry chiefly by 
Bums. The whole coUaoted by GeorRe Thomson." Lond. 
&Edin. 6to1s. 1703-1841. See p. ix., last title but one. 



"ScOTiSH SoKO. In two volumes." Joseph Eit- 
80N. London, 1794. 

"Robin Hood: A Collection of all the Ancient 
Poems, Songs and Ballails, now eilant, relative to 
that celebrated English Outlaw. To which are 
prefixed Historical Anecdotes of his Life. By 
Joseph lliTSOff, Esq." 2 vols. 1795. [Second 
Edition, London, 1832.] 



* " An Introduction to the History of Poetry in Scotland, &c., 
by AlesHndsP Camphell, to which are euhjolnad Songs of 
the Lowlands of Scotland, onrefully compared with the 
orig^al editions." Edinbnrgh, 1798. 4to. 

" Tales of Wonder ; Written and collected byM. G. 
Lewis, Esq., M. P." 2 vols. London, 1800. [Now- 
York, 1801.] 

" Scottish Poema of the Sixteenth Century." Ed. by J, G. 
Dalzell. Edinburgh, 1801. 2 vols. (Contiuas "Ane Com- 
pendious Booke of Godly and Spirituall Songs, ooUeotit 
oat of Eundrie Psrtea of the Scripture, with sundrio of 
other Bailales, ehanged ont of Prophaine Sanges for avoyd- 
ing of Sinne and Harlotrie, with Augmentatioun of snndria 
Gude and Godly Ballatea, not contaiiied iu the first Edition. 
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XViii LIST OF COLLECnONa OP 

Nawlia corrected and amended by the first Originall Copio. 

Ediiibargli. printed by Andro Hart.") 
«Tha Complajnt of Scotland. Written in 1MB. With a 

Preliminary Dissertation and Glossary." By John Leyden. 

Edinbm^h, 1801. 
" Chronicle of SeottiBh Poetryi from the Thirteenth Century 

to the Union of the Crowns." By J. Sibbald. i toIs, 

Edinburgh, 1602. 
" Tha North-Counliy Chorister." Editad by J. Kitson. 

Durham, 1803. [London, 1809.] ,See "Northern Gar- 

" Minstrelsy of the Scottish Border : Con- 
MBting of Hislorical and Komantio Ballada, collected 
in the Southern Counties of Scotland ; with 3 few 
of modem date founded upon local tradidon." Ist 
and 2d vola. 1802, 8d 1803. [Poetical Works of 
SiB Walter Scott, vols. 1-4. Cadell, Edin- 
buigh, 1851.] 

" The Wife of Auchtennuchty. An ancient Scottish Poem, 
with a translation Into Latin Ehyme." Edinburgh, 1803. 

" A Coliection of Songs, Moral, Sentimeiitai, ItislmotiTa, and 
Amusing." By James Plumtre. 4to. Cambridgo, 1805. 
London, 1824. S vols. 

"Popular Ballads and Sonos, from Tradition, 
Manuscripts, and scarce Editions ; with translations 
of similar pieces from the ancient Danisli language, 
and a few originals by the Editor. By Eobert 
Jamiehon." 2 vols. Edinburgh, 180S. 

"Ancient (!) Historic Ballads." Newcastle, 180T. 

* Scottish Historical and Romantic Ballads, chiefly 
ancient." By John Finlay. 2 vols. Edinburhg, 
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.I.ADS AND SONGS, 



" Old Ballads, Historical and Narrative, with some of 
modem date; eolleoted from Rare Copies aodMSS." 
By Thomas Evans. 2 vols, 1777. 4 vols. 1784. 
[New edition, revised and enlarged by B. H. Evans. 
4 vols. London, 1810,] 

" Select Scottish Songs, Ancient and Modern, with Critieal 
and Biographical Notices, by Robert Burns. Edited by 
E. H. Cromefc." London, 1810. 2 vols. 

" Essay on Song- Writing ; with a Selection of such English 
Songs B9 are most eminent fbr poetical merit. By Jobn 
Aiken. A new edition, with Additions and Corrections, 
and a Supplement by R. H. Evans." London, ISIO. 

"Northera Garlands.'' London, 1610. (Contains The Bishop- 
ric, Yorkshire, and Northnmberland Garlands, and The 
North-Counlry Chorister, before mentioned. ) 

being a Collootion of Curious 
By Dr. Bliss. Osford, 1813. 

"Illastrationsof Northern Antiquities, from the earlier 
Teutonic and Scandinavian Eomances, Etc., with 
translations of Metrical Tales from the Old German, 
Danish, Swedish, and Icelandic Languages." 4to. 
By Weber, Scott, and Jamieson. Edinburgh, 1814. 



"AC llec on of An ent and Modern Bcott h Bal ad Tales, 
an I S gs wi h esp ana V N tes a d erva ons." 
By John G h s 2 vols Ehnbu gh liilB 

" Beheonia Comp n a Se t on of he Poe ry of the 
Elnabe an ge, wn n o publi bed be ween 1 76 and 
WOi. Edited by T Pak 3 vols London 1S16 
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2 vols. 


London, 1817. 
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"Scarce Ancient Ballads, many ne b« p lisb d 
Aberdeen. Ales. Laiug, 1833. 

"The Select Melodies of Scotland, Interspersed with those 
of Ireland and Wales," &o. By George Thomson. Lon- 
don. 6 vols. 1822-35, 

" Select Remains of the Ancient Popular Poetry of 
Scotland." By David Laing. Edinburgh, 1822. 

" The Beauties of English Poetry." London, 1833. 
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BALLADS AND SONGS. XXi 

"The Thistle nf Scotland; & Seleotion of Ancient Ballads, 
with Notes. By Alesandar Laing." Aberdeen, 1823. 

" Some aiicient Christmas Cirols, with tlie tunes to which 
liiey were formeriy anrg m the West of Ent-land; together 
with two ancient Ballads, a DMogQe, &o. Collected hy 
Davies Giliwrl." The Second Editiou. London, 1S23. 

"A Collection of Curions Old Ballads and MisceUaoeous 
Poetry." David Webster. Edinburgh, 1834. 

" A Ballad Book." By Charles Kirkpatriok Sharpe. 
1824. (30 copies printed.) 

" A North Countrie Garland." By James Maidment 
Edinburgh, 1824. (30 copies printed.) 

"The Comraon-PlBce Book of Ancient nnd Modem Ballad 
and Metrical Legendary Tales. An Original Selection, 
including many never before published." Edinburgh, lS2i. 

« " The Scottish Caledonian Encyclopedia; or, the Orl^nal, 
Antiquated, and Natural Curiosities of the South of Soot- 
land, interspersed with Scottish Poetry." By John Mao- 
laggart. London, 1824. 

" Gleanings of Scotch, English, and Irish scarce Old 
Ballads, chiefly Tragical and Historical." By Peter 
Bnchau, Peterhead, 1825. 

" The Songs of Scotland, Ancient and Modern ; with 
an Introduction and Notes," &c. By Allan Cun- 
ningham. 4 vols, London, 1825, 

•Early Jletrical Tales." By David Laing. Edinburgh, 

" Anciest Scottish Ballads, recovered from 
Tradition, and never before published : with Notes, 
Historical and Explanatory, and an Appendix, con- 
taining the Airs of several of the Ballads." By 
Gbokob R. Kesloch. Bdinbiu^h, 1837. 
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xxii LIST or COLLECTIONS OF 

" MiNaTRF.LST, Ancient and MODEnu, with an 
Historical Introduction and Notes. Bj William 
Motherwell." Glasgow, 1837. 

" The Ballad-Book." By George E. Kinloch. Edin- 
burgh, 1827. (30 copies printed.) 

" Ancient Ballads and Songs, chieflj' from Tradition, 
Manuscripts, and Scarce Works," Sic. By Thomaa 
Lyle. London, 1827. 

" Tha Knightly Tale of Golagrus and Gawaiie, and other An- 
cient Poema. Printed at Edmburgh, bjr W. Chepman and 
A. MyUar in the year M. D. VIII. Keprinted MD, CCO. 
XXVIl." 

" Ancient Ballads and Songs of the North of Scotland, 
hitherto unpublished." By Peter Buehan. 2 vols. 
Edinbm^h, 1823. 

"Jacobite Slinstrelay, with Notes iQuslrative of the Text, 
and containing Hislorieal Details in EeJation to lie House 
of Stuart from 1610 to 1784." Glasgow, 1829. 

" The Scottish Ballads ; Collected and Illustrated by 
Robert Chambers." Edinburgh, 1829. 

"The Scottish Songs; Collected and Illustrated by 
Robert Chambers," 2 yola, Edinbui^h, 1829. 

"Ancient Metrical Talea: printed chiefly from Origmid 
Sources." By C. H. Hartshome. London, 1829. 

" Cbrisiniaa Carols, Ancient and Modem, including the most 
populnr in the West of England, and the airs to which 
they ware song," &o. By W. Sandys. London, 18S3. 

• The Bishoprick Garland, or a collection of Legends, Songs, 
Ballads, &.C., belonging to the County of Durham." By 
Sir Cuthbert Sharp. London, 1634. 
' The Universal Songster, or Museum of Mirth, forming tha 
most complete, eslensive, and yaiuable collection of An- 
cient and Modern Songs in the English language. S Tola. 
London. 1S34. 
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"Hugues de Lincoln Eecueil de Ballades Anglo- 
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THE BOY AND THE M.\KTLE. 



No incident is more common in romantic fiction, 
than the employment of some magical contrivance as a 
teat of conjugal fidelity, or of constancy in love. In 
Bome romances of the Round Tabic, and talcs founded 
upon them, this experiment is performed by means 
either of an enclianted liorn, of such propcrti(!S that 
no dishonoured husband or unfaithful wife can drink 
from it without spilling, or of a mantle irlticli iviU fill 
none but chaste women. The earliest known inatances 
of the use of these ordeals are afibrdcd by the Lai 
da Corn, by Ilobert Bikcz, a French minstrel of the 
tweltlh or thirteenth century, and the FubUau da 
Mantel iJaulai/U, vh.\i:h,'m the opinion of a competent 
critic, dates from the second half of the tliirteenth cen- 
tury, and is only the older lay worked up into a new 
shape. (Wolf, Ueber die Lais, 327, sq., 342, s(i.) We 
are not to suppose, however, that either of these pieces 
presents ua with the primitive form of this humorous 
invention. Robert Bikez tells ua that he learned his 
story from an abbot, and that " noble ecclcsiast" stood 



iiM=^i>,Googlc 



4 THE EOT AND THE MAKTLE. 

but one ftirlhor back in a line of tradition which 
Cnriosily will never follow to its source. IVe sliaU 
content ourselves with noticing the most remarkable 
cases of tbe use of tliese and similar talismans in jnsa^- 
native literature. 

In the Unman de Tristan, ^ composition of unknown 
antiquity, the frailty of nearly all the ladies at the court 
of King Marc is exposed by tbcir essaying a draught 
from the marvellous horn, (see the English Morle Ar- 
Ihur, Southey's ed. i. 207.) In the Roaian de Perce- 
val, the knighls, as well as the ladies, undei^ this pro- 
bation. From some one of the chivalrous romances 
Ariosto adopted the wonderful vessel into his Orlando, 
(xlii. 102, aq., xliiL'Sl, sq.,) and upon his narrative 
La Fontaine founded the tale and the comedy of La 
Covpe Enehonlie. In German, we have twoveraons 
of the same story, — one, an episode Jn the Krone ot 
Heinrich vom Ttirlein, thought to have been borrowed 
from the Perceval of Chretien de Troyes, (Die Sage 
vom Zavbcrbecker, in Wolf, Ueber die Lais, S?8,) and 
another, which we have not seen, in Bruns, Beilrdge 
zur krllifdien Bearbeilvng alter Ilandschrijien, n. 139 ; 
vrMlc in English, it is represented by the highly amus- 
ing " bowrd, " which we are about to print, and which 
we have called The Horn of King Arthur. The forma 
of the tale of the Mantle are not so numerous. The 
fabliau already mentioned was reduced to prose in 
the sixteenth century, and published at Lyons, (in 
1577,) as Le Manteau mal lailli, (Legrand's Fabliaux, 
3ded.,i. 120,) andnnder this title, or that of Ze Court 
Mantel, is very well known. An old fragment (Der 
Mantel) is given in Ilaupt and Hoffmann's Alkleutscha 
Blatter, ii. 21 7, and the story is also in Bruns Be'drage. 
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I-aatly, ive find the legenilsof the hom and the mantle 
united, as in the German ballad Die Au.'</leichung, 
{Des Knoben Wunderhorn, i. 389,) and in the English 
ballad of The Boy and T/ie Manlle, where a ma^cal 
knife is added to the other curiosities. Alt three of 
these, by the way, are claimed by the Welsh as a part 
of the insignia of Ancient Britain, and the special 
property of Tegau Eurvron, the wife of Caradog with 
the strong arm. (Jones, Bardic Museum, p. 49.) 

In other departments of romance, many other ob- 
jects are endowed with the same or an analogous vir- 
tne. In Indian and Persian story, the test of inno- 
cence is a red lotus-flower ; in Amadis, a garland, 
which fades on the brow of the unfaithful ; in Perce- 
forest, a rose. The Lay of the Itose in PerceforesI, 
ia the original (according to Schmidt) of the much- 
praised tale of Senecfi, CamiUe, ou la Maniire defter 
le porfail Amour, (1695,)— In which a magician pre- 
sents a jealous husband with a portrait in wax, that 
will indicate by change of color the infidelity of his 
wife, — and suggested the same device in the twenty- 
first novel of Bandello, (Part First,) on the translation 
of which in Painter's Palace of Pleasure, (vol, ii. No. 
28,) Massinger founded bis play of The Picture. 
Again, in the tale of Zegn Alasman and the King of 
the Genii, in the AraUan Nights, the means of proof 
is a mirror, that reflects only the image of a Bpotlesa 
maiden ; in that of the carpenter and the king's daugh- 
ter, in the Gesta Romanorum, (c. G9,) a shirt, wbich 
remains clean and whole as long as both parties are 
true ; in Pa/merin of England, a cup of tears, which 
becomes dark in the hands of an inconstant lover; in 
the Fair;/ Queen, the famous girdle of Florimel ; in 
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Horn andRimnild (ffitson, Metrical Romances, ui. 801,) 
as well as in one or two ballada in this colleetjon, the 
stone of a ring; in a German ballad, Die Krone der 
Konigin von AJion, (Erlach, VolMleder der Deulschen, 
L 132,) a golden crown, that will fit the head of no in- 
continent husband. Without pretending to exhaust 
the subject, ne may add three instances of a difiisrent 
kind : the Valley in the romance of Lancelot, which 
being entered hy a faithless lover would hold him im- 
prisoned forever; the Cave in Amadk of Gaul, from 
which the disloyal were driven by torrents of flame; 
and the Well In Horn and Eimnitd, {ibid.) which was 
to show the shadow of Horn, if ho proved false. 

Ja conclusion, wo will barely allude to the singular 
anecdote related by Herodotus, (ii. Ill,) of Pliero, the 
son of Sesostria, in which tho espcricnce of King Mare 
and King Arthur is so curiously anticipated. In the 
early ages, as Dunlop has remarked, some experiment 
for ascertaining the fidelity of women, in defect of evi- 
dence, seems really to have been resorted to. " By 
the Levitical law," {Numbers v, 11-31,) continues that 
accurate writer, " there was prescribed a moile of trial, 
■which conasted in the suspected person drinking wa- 
ter in the tabernacle. The mytholo^cal fable of the 
trial by the Stygian fountain, which disgra,ccd the 
guilty by the waters rising bo aa to cover the laurel 
wreath of the unehaste female who dared the exami- 
nation, probably had its origin in some of the early in- 
stitutions of Greece or EgypL Hence the notion was 
adopted in the Greek romances, the heroines of which 
were invariably subjected to a magical teat of this na- 
ture, wltich is one of the few particulars in which any 
similarity of incident can be traced between the Greek 
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novels and the romances of cliiyalry." See Dunlop. 
History of Fiction, London, 1814, i. 230, 8C[. ; Lb- 
grand, Fahliaux, 3d eJ., i. 149, sq., IGl ; Schmidt, 
JahrhUcheT der Lileratvr, xxix, 12! ; WoiF, Ueber 
die Lais, 174^177 ; and, above all, Gkaesse's 
Sagenkreise dei Miltelatters, 1 S5, sq. 

The Boy and the Mande was " printed verbatim" 
from the Percy MS., in the Reliques of Ancient Eng- 
lish Poetry, iii. 38. 
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THE BOY AND THE MANTLE. 



In (lie third, day of May, 
To Carleile did come 
A kind curteoua child, 
That cold much of wisdome. 

A kirtlo and a mantle 
This ciild had upjion, 
With brouches and ringea 
Full richelye bedone. 

He had a sute of silke 
About his middle drawne ; 
Without he cold of curtesye, 
He thought itt much shame. 

" God speed thee, King Arlhnr, 
Sitting at thy meate ; 
And the goodly Queene Gu^never 
I cannott her forgett. 

" I tell you, lords, in this hall, 
I hett you all to heede, 
Except you be the more surer, 
Is you for to dread." 

He plucked out of his potemer, 
And longer wold not dwell ; 

MS. Ver. T, brandies. V. 18, heate. V, 21, poterver. 
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He pulled forth a pretty mantle, 
Betweene two nut-shells. 

"Have thou here, King Arthur, 
Have thou heere of mee ; 
Give itt to tliy comely queene, 
Shapen as itt is alreodye. 

Itt shall never become that wiffe, 
That hath once done amisse : " — 
Then every knight in the kings conrt 
Began to care for his. 

Forth came dame Gucnever ; 
To tlie mantle shee her hied ; 
The ladye shee was newfangle, 
But yett shee was affrajd. 

When shee had taken tlie mantle, 
She stoode as shee had beene madd : 
It was from the top to the toe, 
As sheeres had itt shread. 

One whOe was it gule, 
Another wliile was itt greene ; 
Another while was it wadded ; 
111 itt did her beseeme. 



MS. V. S2, hia wiffa. V. S4, bided. V", il, gauJe. 
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Another while was it blacke, • 

And bore the worst hue ; 
" By my troth," quoth King Arthur, 
"I tliink iJiou be not true." 

She threw down tlie mantle, 

That bright was of blee ; • 

Fast, witli a rudd redd, 

To her chamber can shee flee. 

She curst the weaver and the walker 
That clotlie that Lad wrought, 
And bade a vengeanee on his crowne 
That hither hath itt brought, « 

" I had rather be in a wood. 
Under a greene tree, 
Thea in King Arthurs court 
Shamed for to bee." • 

Kay called forth his ladye. 

And bade her come neere ; 

Sales, " Madam, and thou be guiltje, 

I pray thee hold thee there." 

Forth came his ladye, « 

Shortlye and anon ; 
Boldlye to the mantle 
Then is shee gone. 

When she had txme the mantle, 

And cast it her about, v 
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THE BOY AND TUG JIANILE. 

Then was ahee bai'O 
' Before all tlie rout.' 

Then every knight. 
That was in iLe kings court. 
Talked, laughed, and showted 
Full oft att that sport, 

Shee threw downe the mantle, 
That bright was of bice ; 
Faat, with a red rudd, 
To her chamber can shee flee. 

Forth came an old knight. 
Pattering ore a creede, 
And lie proferred to this litle boy 
Twenty markes to his meede, 



And all the time of the 

Willinglye to tfeede ; » 

For why, this mantle might 

Doe his wiffe some need. 

When she Lad tane the mantle. 

Of cloth (liat was made, « 

Shee Lad no more left on her, 

But a tassell and a threed : 

Then erery knight in the kings court 

Bade evill might shee speed. 

MS. Vcr. rs.langed. 
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THE BOt AND THE MANTLE. 

Shec threw downe the mantle, 
That hright wad of blee ; 
And fast, with a redd rudd, 
To her chamber can shee flee. 

Craddocke called forth his ladye. 
And bade her come in ; 
Saith, " Winne this mantle, ladve, 
With a Uttle ditine. 

Winne this mantle, ladye, 
And it shal be thiae, 
If thou never did iwiiisse 
Since thou wast mine." 

Forth came Craddockes ladye, 
Shortlye and anon ; 
But boldlje to the mantle 
Then is shee gone. 

When she had tane the mantle, 

And east it her about, 

Upp at her great toe 

It began to crinkle and crowt ; 

Shee said, " Bowe downe, mantle. 

And shame me not for nought. 

Once I did amisse, 

I tell you cerlainlye, 

When I kist Craddockes mouth 

Under a greene tree ; 
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"When I kist Craddockes mouth 
Before he marryed mee." 

When shee had her shreeven, 
And her sines shee had tolde, 
The mantle stoode about her i 

Eight as shee wold, 

Seemelye of coulour, 

Glittering like gold : 

Then every knight in Arthurs court 

Did her behold. ' 

Then spake dame Guenever 
To Arthur our king ; 
* She hath fane yonder mantle 
Not with right, but with wronge. 

See you not yonder woman, i 

That maketh her self soe 'cleane'? 
I have seene tane out of her bedd 
Ofmenfiveteene; 

Priests, clarkes, and wedded men 
From her, bydeene; i 

Tett shee taketh the mantle, 
And maketh her self cleane." 

US. Ver. 134, wrigUt. V. 1S6, cleare. 
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THE EOT AND TOE MAKTLE. 

Thefl spake the little boy, 
That kept the mantle in hold ; 
Sayes, " King, clmsten thy wifie, "• 
Of her wovds shee ia to bold : 

Shee is a bitch and a witch, 

And a whore bold ; 

King, ia thine oivne hall 

Thou art a cuckold." "» 

The little boy stoode 
Looking out a dore ; 
'And there as he was lookinge 
He was ware of a wyld bore,' 

He was wave of a wyld bore, » 

Wold liave werryed a man : 

He puUd forth a wood kniffe, 

Fast thidier that he ran : 

He brought in the bores head, 

And quitted him like a man. m 

He brought in the bores head. 

And was wonderoua bold : 

He said tliere was never a cuckolds kniffe 

Carve itt that cold. 

Some rubbed their knives '^ 

Uppon a whetstone; 
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Some threw them under the table, 
And said they had none. 

King Arthur and the child 

Stood looking them iipoa; ii 

AU their knives edges 

Turned backe again e. 

Craddoeke had a little knive 

Of iron and of Steele ; 

He britled the bores head n 

Wonderous weele, 

That every kniglit in the kings court 

Had a morsselL 

The little boy had a home, 

Of red gold tliat ronge : « 

He said there was " noe cuckolds 

Shall drinke of my home. 

But he shold it slieede, 

Either behind or befbrne." 

Some shcdd on their shoulder, le 

And some oa their knee; 

He that cold not hitt his mouthe, 

Put it in his eye : 

And he that was a cuckold 

Every man might him see. i» 
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THE EOT AND THE MANTLE. 

Craddocke wan the home, 

And tlie bores head : 

His iadie wan the mantle 

Unto her meede. 

Everye such a lovely ladye 

God send her well to speede. 
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THE HORN OF KISG ARTHUR. 
MS. Ashmole, GI, Tol. E9 to G2. 



This amuang piece was first publislied entire in 
Hartshorac's Ancient Metrical 7'aiee, p. 209, Irat with 
great inaccuracius. - It la there eaUed The Cokicolds 
Daunce. A few extracts bad previously been given 
from the MS., in the Notes to Orfeo and Heuroili.% 
in Laing'a Early Popular Poetrij of Scotland. Mr. 
Wright contributed a corrected edition to Karajan's 
F'ruliiingrgabe JTir Freunde allerer Lileratur. That 
work not binng at the moment obtainable, the Editor 
was saved from the necessity of reprinting or amend- 
ing a iaultj- text, by the Itindness of J. O. Halliwell, 
Esq., who sent him a collation of Hartshorne's copy 
with the Oxford manuscript. 

Ali, that wyll of solas lere, 
Herkyns now, and je schall here, 

And jd kane vndcrstond ; 
Off a bowi'd I wyll jou schew, 
That ys full gode and trew, * 

That fell some tyme in Ynglond. 
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Kyuge Arthour was off grete honour, 
Off eastellis and of many a toure, 

And full wyde iknow; 
A gode ensample I wyll ^ou sey, 
What clianse befell liym one a dey; 

Herkyn to my saw ! 

Cokwoldes he louyd, as I jou plyjt; 
He honouryd them, holh dey and nyght, 

In all raaner of thyng ; 
And 33 I rude in Story, 
He was kokwold. sjkeriy ; 

Fforsothe it ia no lesyng. 

Herkyne, seres, what I sey ; 
Her may ^e here solas and pley, 

Iff je wyll take gode hede ; 
Kyng Arthour had a bngyll horn, 
That ever raour slod hym be forn. 

Were so fliat ever he jede. 

Ffor when he was at the bord sete, 
Anon the home schuld be fette, 

Ther off that be myght drynk ; 
Ffor myche craft* he couth thereby. 
And ofte tymes the treutb he sey ; 

Non other couth he thynke. 

Iff any cokwold drynke of it, 
Spyil he schuld, withouten lette ; 
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THE HORN Of KING AKTHDB. 

Therfor thei wer not glade ; 
(/ret dispyte thei had therby, 
Because it dyde them viloay, 

And made tliem oft tymea aade. 

When the kyng wold hafe solas, 
The bugyll was fett into the plas, 

To make solas and game ; 
And then changyd the eokwoldes chere ; 
The kyng them callyd ferre and nere, 

Lordynges, hy ther name. 

Than men myght bo game inowje, 
When every cokwold on other leuje, 

And jit thei scharayd sore : 
Where euer the cokwoldes wer sought, 
Befor the kyng thei were brought, 

Both lesse and more. 

Kyng Arthour tlian, verament, 
Ordeynd, throw hys awne assent, 

Saoth as I jow sey, 
The tabull dormounte withouten lette ; 
Ther at the cokwoldes wer sette, 

To have solas and pley. 

Ffor at the bord schuld be non other 
Bot euery cokwold and hya brother ; 
To All treuth I must nedes ; 

S6, Eett> EB, brotkars. 
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THE nORN OF KING AETnUE. 

And when the cokwoWes wer aetto, 
Garlandes of wylos sculd be fette, 
And sett vpoii tber hedes. 

OfFthe best mete, wiiboute lesyng, 
Tbat stode on bord befor tbe kyng, 

Bolli feiT and nere, 
To the cokwoldes he sente anon, 
And bad tbem be glad euerychon, 

Ffor his sake make gode chere. 

And seyd, " Lordyngs, for joar lyoes. 
Be neuer ihc wrotlier with jour wyues, 

Ffor no manner of nede: 
Off women com duke and kyng; 
I jow tell without lesyng, 

Of them com owre manhed. 

So it befell aertenly, 

The duke off Gloaseter com in hyje. 

To the courte with full gret myjht ; 
He was reseyued at the kyngs palys. 
With mych honour and grete solas. 

With lords that were well dygjht. 

With tbe kyng tber dyde he dwell, 
Bot how long I can not tell, 

Therof knaw I non name ; 
Off kyng Arthour a wonder case, 
Frendes, berkyns bow it was, 

Ffor now begynes game. 
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THE HORN OP KISG AKTHUR. 

Vppon a dey, wkhouten lettc. 
The duke wilh tlie kjng was sette, 

At mete with mykill priile ; 
He lukyd abowte wonder fasle, 
Hys syght on euery syde lie caste 

To them that sate hesyde. 

The kyng aspyed the ei'le anon. 
And fast he lowjhe the erle vpon, 

And bad he schuld be glad ; 
And yet, for all hys grete honour, 
Cofcwold wiia Kyng Arthour, 

Ne galle non he had. 

So at the last, the duke he brayd, 
And to the kyng thes wordes sayd ; 

He myglit no longer forbore ; 
" Syr, what hath thes men don. 
That syche garlondes thei were vpon ? 

That skyll wold I lere." 

The kyng seyd (he erle to, 
" Syr, non hurte they haue do, 

Ffor this was thrujh a chans. 
Series thei be fre men ali, 
Ffor non of them hath no gall ; 

Therfor this is ther penaas, 

" Ther wyves hath ben raerchandabuU, 
And of llier ware compenabuU ; 

98, MS. Bp^ka. 
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THE HORN OF KING ARTHUR. 

Methinke it is non herme ; 
A man of lufe that wold tliem craue, 
Ha^tely he schuld it liaue, 

Ffor thei couth not hym ivern. 

" All theyr wj-ves, sykerlykc, 
Hath vsyd the backefysyki?, 

Whyll tlies men were oute ; 
And ofte they haue draw that di-aught, 
To vse well the lechers cntft, 

With rubyng of ther toute. 

" Syr," he seyd, " now haue I redd ; 
Ete we now, and mal;e vs glad, 

And euery man fie care ; " 
The duke seyd to hym imon, 
" Than he thei cokwoldes, eyerychon ; " 

The kyng seyd, " hold the there," 

The kyng than, afier the erlya word, 
Send to the eokwolds boi-d, 

To make them meiy among, 
All manner of mynstralsy, 
To glad the eokwolds by and by 

With herpe, fydell, and song : 

And bad them take no grefie, 

Bot all with loue and with lefTe, 

Euery man . . with other ; 

116, MS. baskefysybe. 135, word wanting. 
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THE HORN OF KING AETmiK. Zi 

Ffor after mete, witliout distans, 
The cockwolds schuld together danse, 
Euery maa ivitli hys bi'other. 

Than began a nobuU game : 

The cockwolds toguther came w 

Beforthe erle and the kj'ng; 
In skerlet kyrCella over one, 
The cokwoldea stodyn euerychon, 

Kedy vnlo tlie dansyug. 

Than seyd the kyng in hyc, w 

" Go fyll my bugjil liasleiy, 

And biyng it to my liond, 
I wyll ascy with a gyne 
All tlie cokwolds that her is in ; 

To know them wyli I fond." v* 

Than seyd the erle, " for cliaryle, 
In wliat sky II, tell me, 

A cokwold may I know ? " 
To the erle the kyng ansuerd, 
" Syr, be myn hore berd, ui 

Thou schall se within a throw." 

The bugyll was brought the kyng to hond. 
Then seyd llie kyng, " I vnderslond, 

Thys home that je here se, 
Ther is no cockwoid, fer nc nere, wo 

Here of to drynke hath no powef, 

As wyde as Crystiante, 
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THE HOES OF KING ARTHITR. 

" Bot he schall spy]} on eiicry syie ; 
Ffor any cas that may betyde, 

Sclidl non therof avanse." m 

And jit, for all hys grete lionour, 
Hymselfe, noble kyng Arthour, 

Hath forteynd syche a clitins. 

" Syr erle," lie seyi, " take and begyn." 
Ho seyd, " nay, be seynt Austyn, m 

Tliat wer to me vylony ; 
Not for all a reme to wyn, 
Befor you I schald begyn, 

Ffor honour off my curtassy." 

Kyng Arthour ther he toke the horn, uc 

And dyde as he was wont beibrn, 

Bot ther was jit gon a gyle : 
He wend to haue droake of the best, 
Bot sone he spy] 1yd on hys brest. 

Within a lytell wliyle. isd 

The cohwoldes lotyd iche on other, 

And thought the kyng was their own brother, 

And glad tliei wer of that : 
" He hath vs scornyd many a tyme, 
And now he is a cokwolil iyne, ist 

To were a cokwoldes hate." 

Tlie quene was Iherof schamyd sore ; 
Sche changyd hyr colour lesse and more, 
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THE HORN OF KING AKTHCR. ' 

And wold liaue ben a wej. 
Tlierwith the kjng gan liyr beliolJ, 
And seyd he sdmhl neuer be so bold, 

The sotli agene to sey. 

" Cokwoldes no mour I wyll I'epreue, 
Ffor I ame ane, and aske no leue, 

Ffor all my rentes and londjs. 
Lordyngs, all now may je know 
That I mny dance in the cokivold row, 

And take jou by the Uandea." 

Than sejd fhei all at a word, 

That cokwoldes schuM begynne llie bord, 

And sytt liyest in the halle. 
" Go we, lordyngs, all [and] same, 
And dance to make vs gle and game, 

Ffor eok wolds haue no galle." 

And after that sono anon, 

The kyng causyd the cok wolds ychon 

To wesch withouten les ; 
Ffor ought that euer may bclydo, 
He sett them by by a awne syde, 

Vp at the hyje dese. 

The kyng hymselff a gurlond fotte ; 
Uppon hys hede he it secte, 

Ffor it myght be non other, 
And seyd, " Lordyngs, sykerly. 
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THE HOKN Of kino AETHOTt. 

We be all off a freyry j an 

I ame jour awne brother. 

" Be Jhesu Cryst that is aboffe. 
That man aught me gode lofle 

That ley by my queue : 
I wer worthy hym to honour, a» 

Both in castell and in lowre, 

With rede, Bkerlet and grene. 

" Ffor him he helpyd, when I was forth, 
To cher my wyfe and. make her myrth ; 

Ffor women louys we!e pley ; as 

And therfor, serya, liaue je no dowte 
Bot many schall dance in (he cokwoldes rowte, 

Both by nyght and dey. 

" And therefor, lordyngs, lake no care ; 
Make we mcry ; for nothing spare ; w» 

All bretlier in one rowle." 
Than the cokwoldes wer full blythe, 
And thankyd God a hundred syth, 

Ffor Both withouten dowte. 

Euery cokwold seyd to other, s» 

" Kyng Arthour is our awne brother, 

Therfor we may be blyth : " 
The erle off Glowsytur vei-ament, 
Toke hys leue, and home he weute, 

And thankyd the kyng fele aythe. mo 
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■■ KING ABTHUB. 



Kyng Arthour lived at Karlyon, 
Willi liys cokwolds euerjchon, 
Anil made bolli gam and gle : 



A knyght tlier was ivitlioulen les, 

Tliai semyd at tlie kjngs dts, m 

Syr Comeus hyglit he ; 
He made this gest in hys gam, 
And named it alier hys awne name, 

In herpyng or otiier gle. 

And after, nobull kyng Arthour m 

Lyued and dyed wiili honour, 

As many hatlt don senne, 
Both cokwoldes and other mo : 
God gj'ff TS graee that we may go 

To heuyn ! Amen, Amen. 

241, left at Skorlyoa. 243, Three lines omitted in M& 
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FRAGMENT OF THE MARRIAGE OF SIR 
GAWAINE. 

From Percy's Reliijuiss, iii. 403. 

This is one of tlie few ballads contained in the 
Percy BIS., whicli we have the pleasure of possess- 
ing as it is there written. Having first submitted 
au improved copy, " with large poBJectura! supple- 
ments and correctiona," Percy adiled this old frag- 
ment at the end of the volume ; " literallj and exacts 
ly printed, with all its defects, inaeouracies, and er- 
rata," m order, as ho triumpliautly remarks, "that 
EUuh austere antiquaries as complain that the aneicnt 
copies have not been always rigidly adhered to, may 
see how unfit for publication many of the pieces 
would have been, if all the blunders, corruptions, and 
nonsense of illiterate reciters and fransi'ribcrs had 
bc«n Buperstitiously retained, without some attempt to 
correct and amend them." 

" This ballad," the Editor of the nel'iuei goes on 
to say, " lias most nnfortunately sufTurod by having 
half of eiery leaf in tliis part of the BIS, torn away ; 
and, as about nine stanzas generally occur in the 
balf-p^e now remfuning, it is concluded that the 
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MAKIilACE OF 5IK GAWAINE. 29 



Other half contained nearly the same number of stan- 
zas." The story may be seen, unmutilated and in an 
older form, in MadiJen'a Sijr Gninaijne, p. 298, The 
Weili/ffiige i>f Srjr Gaa<en anil Dame Rar/nell. 

The Iran sfonnaf ion on whith the story turns ia 
found also in Chaucer's. IFi/s of BatVa Tule, m Gow- 
er'a tale of Florenl and Oie King of Sicily's Davgh- 
Ur; (Con/essio Amanlis, Boot I.) in the ballad of 
King Henry (page 147, of this volume); and in an 
Icelandic an^n of the Danish king Holgius, quoted by 
Scott in hid illustrations to King Henri;, jl/inf/ieisy, iii. 
274. 

Voltiure has employed (he same idea in his Ce qui 
plait aux Dames, but ivhence he borrowed it we are 
unable to say. 

Worked over by some ballad-monijer of the sis- 
teenth century, and of course reduced to dish-water, 
this tale has found its way into The Crown Garland of 
Golilen Jloses, Part I. p. G8 (Percy Society, vol. Ti.), 
Of a Knight and a Faire Virgin, 



KiNGE Arthur Hues in meny Carleile, 
And seemely ia to see ; 

And there he liath ivilh him Queene Genever, 
That bride so bright of blee. 

And there he hath with him Queene Genever, 
That bride soe bright in bower ; 
And all his barons about him stoode, 
That were both gtiffe and stowre. 
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30 THE MAKKIAGE OF SIK GAWAINE. 

The King kept a royall C 
Of mii'tli & great honor ; 

[^Abottt nine stanzas wanting.'] 

" And hring me word what thing it is 

That women most desire ; 

This shalbe thy ransome, Artlmr," he sayea, 
" For lie liaue bo oiier hier." w 

King Arthur then held vp his hand, 
According thene as was the law ; 
He tooke his leauo of the baron there, 
And homword can he draw. 

And when lie came to merry Carlile, « 

To bis chamber he is gone ; 
And tber came to bim his cozen. Sir Gawaine, 
As be did mate his mone. 

And there came to bim his cozen, Sir Gawaine, 
That wsis a curteous knight ; as 

" Why sigh you soe sore, vnekle Arthur," be said, 

" Or who hath done tliee vnrigbt ? " 

" peace ! o peace ! thou gentle Gawaine, 
That faire may thee beffall ; 
For if thou knew my sighing soe deepe, * 

Thou wold not meniaile att all. 

US. 13, V a iiomim. 24, Cawaine. 
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THE MAERliGB OP SIK GAWAINB. 31 

" Ffor when I came lo Tearne-wadling, 
A bold barroa tJiere 1 fand ; 
With a great club vpon his hacke. 
Standing stiffe & strong. » 

" And he aKked me wether 1 wold flght 
.Or from liim I shold be gone ; 
Or else I must him a ransome pay, 
And soe depart him from. 

" To fight with him I saw noe cause, * 

Me thought it was not meet ; 
For he was stiffe and strong wilh all ; 
His strokes were nothing sweete. 

" Therefor this is my ransome, Gawiune, 
I ought to him to pay ; * 

I must come agame, as I am swome, 
Vpon the Ke wye era day. 

" And I must bring him word what thing it is 
[_A/ioul nine slannoi warititiff,'] 

Then King Arthur drest him for to ryde, 
In one soe riche array, * 

Towards the foresaid Tearne-wadling, 
That he might keepe his day. 

And as he rode over a more, 
Hee see a lady, where shee sate, 
MS. 38, eke. 
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32 inE MARRIAGE OF 6 

Betwixt an oke ami a greeno hollen ; 
She was clad in i-cd scarlett 

Then there as shold have stood her mouth. 
Then there ivas sell tier eye ; 
The other wm in her forliead fast. 
The way that she might see. 

Her nose was crooked, & turnd outward. 
Her mouth stood foule a-wry ; 
A worse formed lady then slice was, 
Neaer man saw with Lis eye. 

To halch rpon liim, King Arthur, 
This Lady was fuU faine ; 
But King Artiiur liad forgott his lesson, 
What he shold say againe. 

" What knight art thou," the lady sayd, 
" That wilt not speake lo me ? 
Of me [be] Ihou nothing dismayd, 
Tho I he vgly to see. 

" For I haue halched you curteouslye. 
And you will not me againe ; 
Yett I mq,y happen, Sir knight," shee said, 
" To ease lliee of tliy paine." 

* Giue thou ease me, lady," he said, 
" Or helpe me any thing. 
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OF SIR GAWAINE. 33 

Thou shalt haue gentle Gawaine, my cozen, 
And marry him with a ring." *> 

"Why if I belpe thee not, thou noble King Ar- 

Of thy owne hearts desiringe, 

Of gentle Giawaine 

[_About nine stanzas wanting. ^ 

And when be came to the Teame-wadling, 
The baron tbeve cold be finde ; »s 

With a great weapon on his backe, 
Stand inge stiffe and sfjonge. 

And then he tooke King Arthurs letters in his 

bands, 
And away he cold them fling ; 
And then be puld out a good browne sword, w 
And cryd bimselfe a kmg. 

And he sayd, " I haue thee, & thy land, Ar- 
thur, 
To doe as it pleaseth me ; 
For this is not thy ransome sure, 
Therfore yeeld thee to me." » 

And then bespoke him noble Arthur, 
And bade bim hold his hand ; 

MS. So, siinde. 9T, bands. 
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34 THE MARRIAGE OP f 

" And give me leave to speake my mind, 
In defence of all my land." 

He siud, " as I came over a more, 
I see a lady, where shee sate, 
Betweene an oke & a green hollen ; 
Shee was dad in red scarlette. 

" And she says a woman will haue her will, 
And this is all her cheef desire ; 
Doe me right, as thou art a haron of sekill, 
This ia thy ransome, & all thy hyer." 



He sayes, "an early vengeance light oa her ! 
She walkea on yonder more ; 
It was my sister, that told thee this, i 

She is a misshapen hore. 

" But heer lie make mine avow to God, 
To do her an euili tume ; 
For an euer I may thate fowle (heefe get. 
In a fyer I will her bume." n 



\^About nine stamae wantirtg/] 



THE SECOND I 



SiK Lancelott, & Sir Steven, bold. 
They rode with them that day ; 

MS, 100, Tha. 
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And the formost of tlie company, 
There rode the steward Kay. 

Soe did Sir Banier, & Sir Bore, r^ 

Sir Gatrett with them, see gay ; 
Soe did Sir Tristeram, that gentle knight. 
To ihe forrest, fresh & gay. 

And when he came to the greene forreat, 
Vndemeath a greene holly tree, i" 

Their sale that lady in red scarlet, 
That vnseemly was to see. 

Sir Kay beheld this ladya face, 

And looked vppon her suire, — 
" Whosoeuer kisses this lady," he aayes, '^ 

" 01" his kisse he stands in feare ! " 

Sir Kay beheld the lady againe, 

And looked vpon her snout ; 
" "Wiosoeuer kisses this lady," he saies, 
" Of his kisse he stands in doubt ! " m 

" Peace, cozen Kay," then said Sir Gawmne, 
" Amend thee of thy life ; 

For there ia a knight amongst us all, 

That must marry her to his wife." 

" What! wedd her to wiffe," then said Sir Kay, 
" In the diuells name aaon, m 
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Gett me a wifFe whereere I may, 
For I had rather he slaine ! " 

Then some tooke vp their hawkes in hasf. 
And some tooke vp their hounds ; ut 

And some aware they wold not marry her, 
For dtty nor for towne. 

And then bespake him coble King Arthur, 
And sware there, " by this day, 
For a litle foule sight & misliking, la 

[_Ahout nine stanzas ■wanting.'] 

Then shee said, " choose thee, gentle Gawaine, 
Truth as I doe say ; 

Wether thou wilt haue me in this liknesse, 
In the night, or else in the day." 



And then bespake him gentle C 
"With one soe mild of moode ; 
Sayes, " well I know what I wold say, 
God grant it may be good ! 

" To haue thee fowle in the night, 
Wlien I with thee shold play — i« 

Yet I had rather, if I might, 
Haue tliee fowle in the day." 

" What, when lords goe widi ther feires," shee 

MS. lU, loome. 16S, Bebet. 
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" Both to the ale and wine ; 
Alas ! then I must hyde my selfe, iss 

I must not goe wiliimne." 

And then bespake him gentle Gawaine, 

Said, " Lady, thats but a skill ; 

And because thou art my owne lady, 

Thou shalt haue aU thy will." in 

Then she said, " blessed be thou, geatle Ga- 

Thia day that I thee see ; 

For as thou see me att lliis time, 

From heiicforth I wil be. 

" My father was an old knight, in 

And yett it chanced soe. 
That he married a younge lady, 
That brought me to this woe. 

" Shee witched me, being a falre young lady, 
To (he greene forrest to dwell ; is» 

And there I must walke in womana liknesse. 
Most like a feeind of hell. 

" She witched my brother to a carlist b • . • • 

[^Ahowl nine stansas wanting, '\ 

That looked soe foule, and that was wont 

On the wild more to goe. iss 
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" Come kisae her, brother Kay," then said Sir 

Gawaine, 
" And amend the of thy liffe ; 

I sweare this is the same lady 

That I marryed to my wiffe." 

Sir Kay kiased that lady bright, i" 

Standing vpon his ffeefe ; 

He swore, as he was trew itnight, 

The spice was neuer soe sweete. 

" Well, cozen Gawaine," sayes Sir Kay, 

" Thy chance is fallen arright ; iss 

For thou hast gotten one of the fairest maids, 

1 euer saw with my sight." 

"■It is my fortune," said Sir Gawaine ; 
" For my vnckle Arthurs salie, 

I am glad as grasse wold be of raine, a» 

Groat joy that I may take." 

Sir Gawdne toofce the lady by the one arme, 

Sir Kay tooke her by the tflther ; 

They led her straight to King Arthur, 

As thlSy were brother and brother. an 

King Arthur welcomed them tlicre all, 
And soe did lady Gencuer, his queene; 
With all the knights of the Round Table, 
Most seemly to be seene. 
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THE MARKIAGB OF SIR GAWAIN: 

King Arthur beheld that lady feire, 
That waS soe fiiire & bright ; 
He thanked Clirist in Trinity 
For Sir Gawaine, that gentle knight. 

Soe did the knights, both more and less 
Ecjoyced all that day, 
For the good chance that hapened was 
To Sir Gawaine and his lady gay. 



iiM=^i>,Googlc 



KING AETHUR'S DEATH. 



BeUgaei of &sissft Poetry, iii, 67. 

" The subject of this ballad is evidently taken from 
llie old romance Morle Arthur, bul with some vari- 
ations, especially in the concluding stanzas ; in which 
the author seema rather to follow the iiadilions of the 
old Welsh Barda, who ' believed that King Arthur 
was not dead, hut conveied awaie by the Fairies into 
some pleasant place, where he should remaine for a 
time, and then i^tume againe and reign in as great 
authority as ever.' (Holinshed, B. 5, c. 14.) Or, as it ia 
expressed in an old chronicle printed at Antwerp, 
1493, by Ger. de Leew: ' The Bretons supposen, Ihat 
Le [King Arthur] shall come yet and conquere alt 
Brct^gne, for certes this is the prophicye of Merlyn, 
He aayd, that hia deth shall he doubteaus ; and sayd 
Both, for men thereof yet have doubte, and Bhullen for 
ever more, — for men wyt not whether that he lyvetb 
or is dede.' See more ancient testimonies in Selden'a 
Notes on Polyolbion, Song 3, 

" This fragment, being very incorrect and imperfect 
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KING AETHURS DEATH. 41 

m the original MS., lialh received some conjeclaral 
emendations, and even a supplement of three or four 
stanzas composed from the romance of Morte Ar- 
thur'' Pekcy. 



On Trinitye Mondaye in the morne, 
This sore battayle was doom'd to hee, 

Where manye a knighte crj'd, "Well-awsye ! 
Alacke, it was the more pitde. 

Ere the first crowinge of the cocke, 
"When as the kinge in his bed laye, 

He thoughte Sir Gawaine to him came, 
And there to him these wordes did saye. 

"Nowe, aa you are mine unkle deare, 

And as you prize your life, this daye i 

meet not witli your foe in flghte ; 
Putt off the battayle, if yee maye. 

" For Sir Launcelot is nowe in Fraunce, 
And with him many an hardye knighte : 

Who will witiiin this moneth he backe, i 

And will assists yee in the flghte." 

7. Sir GawaJne bad been Ulled si, Aithnr's loading on hi 
Mtum &oia abroad. Se« the next buJla^, ver. 73. P. 
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42 KING AKTHTni's DEATH. 

The kinge tJien call'd Lis nobles all, 
Before the hreakinge of the daye ; 

Anil tolde them howe Sir Gawaine eau 
And there to him these w^ordes did s. 



His nobles all thia c 

That earlye in the morning, tee 
Shold send awaye an herauld at armes, 

To aake a parley faire and free. 

Then twelve good knightes King Arthur chose, 
The best of all that witi him were, a 

To parley with the foe in field, 

And make wilh him agreement faire. 

The king he charged all his hoste, 

In readinesae there for to bee; » 

But noe man sholde noe weapon sturre, 

Unlease a sword drawne they ahold aee. 

And Mordred, on the other parte, 

Twelve of hia knights did likewise bringe, 

The beste of all his companye, » 

To holde the parley with the kinge. 

Sir Mordred alsoe charged hia hoate, 

In readitiesse there for to bee ; 
But noe man sholde noe weapon sturre, 

But if a sworde drawne they shold see. " 
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For he durste not his unkle truste, 
Nor he his nephewe, sothe to tell ; 

Alacke ! it was a woefulle case, 
As ere in Christentye befeile. 

But when they were together mette, « 

And both to faire accordance broughte, 

And a month's league hetweene them sette, 
Before the battayle sholde be foughfe, 

An addere crept forth of a bushe, 

Stunge one o' th' king's knightes on the knee ; 
Alacke ! it was a woefulle chance, ti 

As ever was in Chrislentie. 

When the knigkfe found him wounded sore, 
And sawe the wild-wonne hauginge there, 

His sworde he {root hia acabberde drewe ; m 
A piteous case, as ye shall heare. 

For when the two hostes sawe the sworde, 

They jojned battayle insfantlye ; 
Tin of so manye noble knightea, 

On one side there were left but three. » 

For all were slajne that durst abide, 
And but some fewc that fled awaye : 



iiM=^i>,Googlc 



L4 KING akthtie's death. 

Ah mee I it was a bloodye fielde, 

As ere was fought* on summer's daye. 

"Upon King Arthur's own partye, 
Onlye hiiaselfe escaped there, 

And Lukyn Duke of Gloster free, 
And the king's butler i 



And when the king beheld his kcightes 

All dead and scattered on the molde, ™ 

The t«ares fast trickled downe his face ; 
That manlye face in fight so bolde. 

"Nowe rests yee all, brave knigtts," he said, 
" 8oe true and faithful to your trust : 

And must yee then, yee valiant hearts, ra 

Be lefte to moulder into dust I 

" Most loyal have yee been to mee, 
Most true and faithful unlo deathe : 

And, oh ! fo rayse yee up againe. 

How freelye could I yield my breathe ! bo 

" But see, the traitor's yet alive I 
Lo where hee stalkes among tiie deade ! 

Nowe bitt«rlye lie shall abye. 

And vengeance fall upon his head." 

" staye, my liege," then sayd the duke ; « 
" staye for love and charitie ; 
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Remember what the vision spake, 
Nor meete jour foe, if it may bee." 

" staye mee not, thou worthye wight. 
This debt my loyal knights I owe : 

Betide me life, betide me death, 
I will avenge them of their foe." 

Then straite he grasp'd his trustye speare, 
And on his horse then moanted hee : 

As his butler holpe him U> his horse, 
His bowels gushed to his knee. 

"Alas ! " then sayd the noble king, 
" That I shonld live this sight to see ! 

To see this good, knight here be slaine. 

All for his love in helping mee ! " i 

He put his speare into his reste. 

And to Sic Mordred loud gan crye ; 

" Nowe sette thyself upon thy guarde, 
For, traitor, nowe thy death is nye." 

Sir Mordred lifted up his sworde. 
And fierce to meet the king ran hee : 

The king his speare he through him thrust, 
A fathom thorow his bodle. 

When Mordered felt the stroke of death, 
And found that he was wounded soe, i 
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He thrusfe himselfe upon the speare, 
And strueke the king a deadlye hlowe. 



Then grimmlje dyed Sir i' 

Presentlye upon that tree : 
And bloody streames raime from the kingc, us 

Ere to the duke returned hee. 

Sir Lukyn then he thus bespake : 

" Sir knighte, thou hast been faithfulle Hyde ; 
Nowe take my Bword Excalibar, 

That hangs so freeiye by my ayde, no 

" take my sword Excalibar, 
And there into the river throwe : 

For here, henceforth, benethe this tree, 
All use of weapons I foregoe. 

"And fare thee well, thou trustye sword, la 
A better neer had valiant knighte ; 

With thee fuU ode, and many a daye, 
Have I withstood my foe in flghte. 

" With this good fauehion in my hande, 

Oft have I reapd the bloody feelde : ™ 

But nowe the fatalle houre is come, 
That never more I may thee weelde." 

119. MOTB cammDiilj called CaSburri, In the folio MS. 
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The duke to the river side be went, 

And there Mb owne sword in Ihrewe lie ; 

But he kept back Escalibar, i 

He kept it hack in privitie. 

For all of coleyne was the blade, 
And all the hilte of precious stone ; 

"And ever alaeke ! " then sayd the knighte, i 
" Must such a sword awaye be throwne ? " 

Then backe he came unto the kinge, 

Who sayd, " Sir Lukjn, what did yee see i* 

" Nothing, my hege, save tbat the winde 
Elewe oer tie waters faire and free." 

" O goe againe," then said the kinge, i 

"0 good Sir Lukyn, goe againe : 

Info the rivere tbrowe my sword, 

Nor keepe me lingering here in paine. 

The duke then lo the river went, 

And the kin^ scabbard id threwe hee ; i 
But hee kept backe Excalibar, 

And hid it undemethe a tree. 

Then baeke he came to tell the kinge. 

Who sayde, " Sir Lukyn, sawe ye oughte ? 

" Nothinge, my liege, save that the winde i 
Sowe with the angrye waters fought." 
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" Lukja, Lukyn," said the kinge, 
" Twice haste thou dealt deceytfuUye : 

Alacke, whom may wee ever truste, 

When anclie a knighte aoe false can bee ! 

" Saye, wouldst thou have thy master dead, 
All for a sword that wina thine eye ? 

Now goe' agmne, and throwe it in, 
Or here tlie one of ua afiall dye." 

The duke, aU ahent with thia rebuke. 
No auiiswere made unto the kinge ; 

But to the rivere tooke the sworde, 
And threwe it far aa he coulde flinge. 

A hande and an arme did raeete the aworde, 
And flourishd three times in the air ; 

Then sunke benethe the renninge streme, 
And of the duke was seene noe mair. 

Alt sore ustonied stood the duke, 
He stood aa stUl, aa still mote bee ; 

Then hastend backe to tell the kinge, 
But he was gone from under the tree. 

But to what place, he cold not tell, 
For never after hee did him see ; 

But hee sawe a barge goe from the laud, 
And hee heard ladyes howle and crye. 
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And whether the kinge were flere, or nol 
Hee never knewe, nor ever colde ; 

For from that sad and direfuHe daye, 
Hee never more was seene on molde. 
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THE LEGEND OF KING ARTHUK 

Bdiiiues of Ikgliik Poetiry, iil. 76. 

" We have liere a short summarj- of King Arthur's 
History as given hy Jeff, of Monmouth and the old 
Chronicles, with the addition of a few circvimalances 
from the romance Morte Arthur. — The ancient chroni- 
cle of Ger. de Leew (quoted above in p.'40,j seems to 
have been cbiefly followed : upon the authority of 
which we have restored some of the names which were 
corrupted in the MS., and have transposed one stanza, 
which appeared to be misplaced : ui^., that beginning 
at V. 49, which in the MS. followed v. 36. 

" Printed from the Editor's ancient folio MS." 

Op Brutus' blood, in Brittaine borne, 

King Arthur I am to name ; 
Through CbrLstendome and Heathjnesse 

Well knowne is my wortiy fame. 

In Jesus Christ I doe bcleeve ; 

I am a CHiristyan bore ; 
The Father, Sone, and Holy Gost, 

One God, I doe adore. 

I. MS., Bruitehis. 
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In the four hundred ninetieth yeere, 

Oer Brittaine I did rayne, lo 

After my Savior Christ his byith, 
What tune I did mainfaine 

The fellowshipp of the Table Eound, 

Soe famous in those dayes ; 
Whereatt a hundred noble knights i> 

And thirty sat aiwayes : 

Who for tieir deeds and and martiall feates, 

As hookes done yett record, 
Amongst all other nations 

Wer feared through the world. a> 

And in the castle off Tyntagill 

King Uther mee begate, 
Of Agyana, a bewtyous ladye, 

And come of ' hie ' estate. 

And when I was fifteen yeere old, si 

Then was I crowned kinge ; 
All Brittaine, that was att an uprore, 

I did to quiett bringe ; 

And drove the Saxons from the realme, 
Who had opprest this land j » 

9, He began hia reign A. D. 515, acoording to ttiB Chron- 
ides. 23, Slie ia aitmed Igenta In the old Ohronicles. 24, 
his, MS, 
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All Scotland then, throughe manly feates, 
I conquered with my hand. 

Ireland, Denmarke, Norwaye, 

These oountryes wan I all ; 
Iseland, Gotheland, and Swetheland ; 

And made their kinga my tlu-all. 

I conquered all GaUya, 

That now is called France ; 
And slew the hardye Froll in feild, 

My honor to advance. 

And the ugly gyant Dynabus, 

Soe terrible to vewe, 
That in Saint Bamards mount did lye, 

By force of armes I slew. 

And Lucyus, the emperour of Rome, 

I brought to deadly wracke ; 
And a thousand more of noble knightes 

For feare did tume their backe. 

Five kinges of Pavye I did kill 

Amidst that bloody strife ; 
Besides the Greciau emperour, 

Who alsoe lost his liffe. 

38, Frolimd field, MS. FroH, according to the Chron 
cles, was a Roman kuighC, governor of Gaul, il, Dauibn 
MS. IB, see p. 1S4, T. 55. 
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Whose carcass e I did send to Kome, 

Cladd poorlye on a beere ; 
And aiterward I past MounVJoye » 

The next approaching jeere. 

Then I came to Rome, where I was mett 

Eight as a conquerour, 
And by all the cardinally solempnelye 

I was crowned an emperoor. » 

One winter there I made abode, 
Then word to mee was brought, 

Howe Mordred bad oppressed the crowne, 
What treason he bad wrought 

Att home in Brittaine with my queene : a; 

Therfore I came with speede 
To Brittaine backe, with all my power, 

To quitt that traiterous deede ; 

And soone at Sandwiche I arrivde, 

Where Mordred me withstoode : r 

But yett at last I landed there, 
With effusion of much blood. 

For there my nephew Sir GlawEune dyed, 

Being wounded in that eore 
The whiche Sir Lancelot in fight ' 

Had given him before. 
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Thence chased I Mordered away, 

Who fledd to London right, 
From London, to Winchester, and 

To Comewalle tookehis flyght. i 

And slal! I him pursued with speed. 

Till at last wee mett ; 
Wherby an appointed day of fight 

Was there agreed and sett: 

Where we did fight, of mortal life '■ 

Eche other to deprive, 
Till of a hundxed thousand men 

Searc« one was left alive. 

There all the noble chivalrye 

Of Brittaine tooke their end: ! 

see how fickle is their state 

That doe on fates depend ! 

There all the traitcrous men were slaine, 

Not one escapte away ; 
And there dyed all my vallyant knightes, i 

Alaa ! that woefull day ! 

Two and twenty yeere I ware the crowne 

In honor and great fame, 
And thus by death was suddenlje 

Deprived of the same, » 
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SIK LANCELOT DU LAKE. 

Thi3 baJlad first oteuia in the Garland of Good 
Will, and ia attributed to Thomas Deloney, whose 
career as a song-writer extends from about I5Se to 
1600. It ia merely a rhymed version of a passage in 
the Morte lyArthtir, (Book tL ch. 7, 8, 9, of South- 
ey's ed.) The first two lines are quoted in the Second 
Part of Henry IV., A. ii. sc. 4. 

The present text is nearly that of the Garlarul of 
Good Will (Percy Society, vol. xxx.p. 38),and differs 
considerably from that of Percy, (Religues, i. 215,) 
The same, with very trifling variations, is found in 
Old Ballads, (1523,) ii. 21 ; EJtson's Ancicnl Song.i, 
a. 188; Evans's Old Ballads, ii. 5. 

When Arthur first in court began, 

And was approved ting, 
By force of arms great victories won, 

And conquests home did bring ; 

Then into Britain straight he came, s 

Where fifty good and able 
Knights then repaired unto him. 

Which were of the Bound Table ; 
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And many juats and tournaments 
Before them there were dreat, 

Where valiant knighta did then excel, 
And far sunnouat the rest. 

' But one Sir Lancelot du Lake, 

Who was approved wel!, 
He in hia fights and deeds of arma, 
All others did exceL 

When he had rested him a while, 
To play, fo gajue, and sport. 

He thought he would go try himself, 
Jn some adventurous sort. 

He armed rode in forest wide, 

And met a damsel fair. 
Who told him of adventures great^ 



" Why should I not ? " quoth Lancelot tho, at 

" For that cause I came hither." 
" Thou seem'st," quoth she, " a goodly knight. 
And I will bring thee thither 

" Whereas a mighty knight dolh dwell, 

That now is of great fame ; » 

Therefore teU me what knight thou arf. 
And then what is your name." 



iiM=^i>,Googlc 



" My name ia Lancelot dii Lake." 
Quoth she, " it iikes me than ; 
Here dwells a knight that never was 
O'ermatch'd with any man ; 

" Who has in prison threescore knights 
And four, that he has hound ; 
Knights of King Arthur's court they be, 
And of his Table Round." 

She brought him to a river side. 

And also to a tree. 
Whereon a copper bason hung, 

His fellows shields to see. 

He struck so hard, the bason broke : 
When Tarquin heard the sound, 

He drove a horse before him straight, 
Wliereon a knight lay bound. 

" Su- knight," then said Sir Lancelot, 
" Bring me that horse-load hither, 
And lay him down, and let him rest ; 
We'U try our forc€ together. 

" And as I understand, thou haat, 
So fai as thou art able. 
Done great despite and shame unto 
The knights of the Round Table." 

as, E'er matoh'd. 4*, fellow. 
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" If thou be of ihe Table Bound" 

(Quoth Tarquin, speedilye), 
" Eoti thee and all thy feOowship 

I utterly defie." m 

" That's overmuch," quoth Lancelot tho ; 
" Defend thee by and by." 
They put their spurs unto their steeds, 
And each at other fly. 

They coucht their spears, and horses ran » 
As though there had been thunder ; 

And each struck tJiem amidst the shield, 
Wherewith they broke in sunder. 

Their horses backs brake under them. 
The knights were botli astound; n 

To void their horses they made great haste, 
To light upon the ground. 

They took them to tlieir shields fuO fast. 
Their swords they drew out than ; 

With mighty strokes most eagerly ?« 

Each one at other ran. 

They wounded were, and bled full sore. 
For breath they both did stand. 

And leaning on their swords awhile, 

Quotli Tarquin, " Hold thy hand, « 
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" And tell to me what I shall ask ; " 

" Say on," quoth Lancelot tho ; 
" Thou art," quoth Tarquin, " the hest knij. 
That ever I did know ; 

" And like a knight that I did hate ; 
So that thou he not he, 
I wiU deliver all the rest, 
And eke accord with thee." 

"That is well said," quoth Lancelot then ; 
" But sith it must be so, 
What is the knight thou hat«3t thti9 ? 
I pray thee to me show." 

" His name is Lancelot du Lake, 

He slew my hrother dear ; 

Him I suspect of aO the rest ; 

I would I had him here." 

" Thy wish thou hast, but yet unknown ; 
I am Lancelot du Lake ! 
Now knight of Arthur's Table Round, 
King Ban's son of Benwake ; 

"And I desire thee do thy worst." 
" Ho ! ho ! " quoth Tarquin tho, 

" One of us two shall end our Uves, 
Before that we do go. 
el, 90. lOO, Kind Haud'B Bon of Seavnke. 
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" If thou be Lancelot du Lake, 
Then welcome shalt thou he ; 
Wherefore see thou thyself defend, 
For oow defie I thee." 

They buckled then together so, 
Like two wild boars rashing, 

Aad with their swords and shields they r; 
At one another si 



The ground besprinkled was with blood, 

Tarquin began lo faint; 
For he gave back, and bore bis shield i' 

So low, he did repent. 

This soon espied Sir Lancelot tho ; 

He leapt upon him then, 
He pull'd hira down upon his knee. 

And rushed off his holm. !■ 

And then he struck his neck in two ; 

And when he had done so. 
From prison, threescore knights and four 

Lancelot delivered tho. 
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THE LEGEND OF SIR GUT. 

(Percy's BeU^MS, Lii. 113.) 

" Published from an ancient MS. copy in the 
Editor's old folio Tolume, collated w:tb two printed 
ones, one of which is in black-letter in the Pepys col- 
lection." Percy. 

An inferior copy is printed in Ritson's Ancient Songs 
and Ballads, a. 193. 

From an essay on the romance of Sir Guy, read by 
Mr. Wright betbnj the British Arch^ological Associ- 
ation during its meeting at Warwick, we extract tte 
following remarks in illustration of the history of the 
present ballad, and other similar popular heroic tra- 
ditions. 

" As the Teutonic tribes pi-ogressed in their migra- 
tions, and settled in new lands — and especially when 
they received a new faith, and made advances in civ- 
ilization, — the mythic romances of their forefathers 
underwent remarkable modifications to adapt them to 
new sentiments and new manners. Among people 
who had foi^otten the localities to which they refer- 
red, they received a new location and became identi- 
fied with places and objects with which people were 
better acquainted, and in this manner they tmderwent 
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A new historical interpretation. It would be no unin- 
terestijig task to point out how many romantic tales 
that are soberly related of individuals of comparatively 
modem history, are merely new applications of these 
early myths. 

"Among the romsuices of the Anglo-Daniah cycle 
by no means the least celebrated is that of Guy op 
Waew k Itia f h fw which has be np 

Berd laA ^rm rro hhh 

go h h no ry mnh rs 

and Ch< mnrad mgh lo / 

pn. h h h h h 

hed h h m Id 

tho n wh h mj h m 

nndei^ne the series of modifications I have been de- 
Bcribing ; a legend which had become located by pop- 
ular traditions in tie neighbourhood we are now visit- 
ing, in which the contesfs between northern chiefiaios 
are changed into IJIts and tournaments, but in which 
the combats with dragons and giants are still pre- 
served. Whatever may have been the name of the 
original hero, that which he now bears, Guy, is a 
French name, and could not have been given till Nor- 

" From the Anglo-Norman poem, so great was its pop- 
ularity, two or three different English metrical veraona 
■were made, which are etiJl found in manuscripts, and 
the earliest of which, that of the well-knowu Auohin- 
lech manuscript, has been printed in a very espen- 
Btve form by one of the Scottish Antiquarian clubs. 
It was next transformed into French prose, and in 
that form was popular in the fifteenth century, and 
was printed by some of the earlier printers. It was 
finally reduced to a popular chap-book in prose and a 
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broadside ballad in verse, and in these forma was 
hawked about the streets until a very recent period. 
Sui'h has in general been the fate of the romantie 
literature of the middle ages ; a remarkable proof of 
the tenacity irith which it has kept its hold on the 
popular wind." Gentleman's Magazine, Sept. 18i7, 
p. 300. 

Was ever knight for ladyes sake 
Soe tost in love, as I, Sir Gay, 

For Phelis fayre, that lady bright 
As ever man beheld with eye ? 

She gave me leave myself to try, t 

The valiant knight with sheeld and speare, 

Ere that her love she would grant me ; 
"Which made mee venture far and neare. 

Then proved I a baron bold. 

In deeds of armes the doughtyest knight m 
That in tlioae dayea in England was, 

With sworde and speare in feild to fight. 

An English man I was by births : 
In faith of Christ a cbristyan true : 

The wicked lawes of infidells » 

I sougbt by prowesse to subdue. 



fl, The pronS Sir Guv, PC. 
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' Nine' hundred twenty yeere and odde 
After our Saviour Christ hi 3 birth, 

When King Athelstone wore the crowne, 
I Eved heere upon the earth, a 

Sometime I was of Warwicke erle, 

And, as I sayd, of very truth 
A ladyes love did me constraine 

To seeke strange ventures in my youth ; 

To win me feme by feates of armes " 

In strange and sundry heathen lands ; 

"Where I atchieved for her saie 

Eight dangerous conquests with my hands. 

For first I sayled to Normandye, 

And there I stoutlye wan in- light ™ 

The emperours daughter of Almaine, 

From manye a vallyant worthye Icnight, 

Then passed I the seas to Greece, 
To helpethe emperour in his right, 

Against the mightye souldans hoaste * 

Of puissant Persians for fo fight : 

"Where I did slay of Sarazens, 

And heathen pagans, maaye a man ; 

And slew the souldans cozen deere, 

Who had to name doughtye Coldi-^n. « 
17, Two hundred, MS. and PC. 
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Eskeldcrcd, a famous knight, 
To death likewise I did pursue ; 

And Elmayne, King of Tyre, alaoe, 
Most terrible in fight to viewe, 

I went into the souldans hoast, 
Being thither on embassage sent, 

And brought his head awaye with mee ; 
I having slaine him in his tent. 

There was a dragon in that land 
Most fiercelye mett me bj the waye, 

As hee a lyon did pursue, 

Which I Biyself did alsoe slay. 

Then soon I past the seas from Greece, 
And came to Pavye land aright ; 

Where I the duke of Pavye killed. 
His hwnous treason to requite. 

To England then I came with speede, 
To wedd faire Phelis, lady bright ; 

For love of whome I travelled farr 
To try my manhood and my might. 

But when I had espoused her, 
I stayd with her but fortye dayes, 

Ere that T left this kdye fajre. 

And went from her beyond the seas. 
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All cladd in gray, in pilgrim sort. 
My voyage from her I did lake 

Unto the hlessed Holy-Land, 

For Jesus Christ my Saviours sake. 

Where I Erie Jonas did redeeme, 

And all his sonnes, which were fifteeBe, 

Who with the cruell Saracens 
In prisoa for long time had heene. 

I slew the gyant Amarant 

In battel flercelye hand to hand, 

And doughty Barknard killed I, 
A treacherous knight of Pavye land. 

Then I to England came againe, 

And here with Colbi'onde fell I fought ; 

Aa ugly gyant, which the Danes 

Had for their champion hither brought. 



e him in the feild. 
And slewe him soone right valMantlye ; 
Wherebye this land I did redeeme 
From Danish tribute utterlye. 

And afterwards I offered upp 
The use of weapons solemnlye 

At Winchester, whereas I fought. 
In sight of manye farr and nye. 
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' But first,' neare "Wmsor, I did slayc 

A bore of parsing might and strength ; » 

Whose like in England never was 

For hagenesse both ia bredth and length. 

Some of hia bones in Warwicke yett 
"Within the caslle there doth lye ; 

One of hia sheeld-bones to this day ;* 

Hangs in the citye of Coventrye. 

On Dunsmore heath I alsoe slewe 
A monstrous wyld and cruell beast, 

Calld the Dan-cow of Dunsmore heath ; 
Which maaye people had opprest. "» 

Some of her bones in Warwicke yett 

Still for a monument doth lye, 
And there exposed to lookers viewe, 

As wondrous strange, they may espye. 

A dragon in Northumberland '<is 

I alsoe did in tight destroye, 
Which did bothe man and beast oppresse, 

And all the eotintrye sore annoye. 

At length to Warwicke I did come, 

Like pilgrim poore, and waa not knowne ; 

And there I lived a hermitfs life ui 

A mile and more out of the towne. 
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Where with my hands I hewed a house 
Out of a craggy rocke of stone, 

And lived hke a palmer poore 
Within that cave myself alone : 

And daylye came to hegg my bread 
Of Phelis att my castle gate ; 

Not knowne unto my loved wiffe, 
Who dailye mourned for her mate. 

Till att the last I fel! sore sicke, 

Tea, sicke soe sore that I must dye ; 

I sent to her a ring of golde, 

By which shee knew me presentlye. 

Then shee repairing to the eave, 
Before that I gave up the ghost^ 

Herself closd up my dying eyes ; 
My Phelis faire, wkom I lovd most 

Thus dreadful death did me arrest, 
To bring my corpes unto the grave, 

And like a palmer dyed I, 

Wherby I sought my soule to save. 

My body that endured this toyle, 
Though BOW it be consumed to molfl, 

My statue, faire engraven in stone. 
In Warwicke still you may behold. 
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ST. GEORGE AND THE DRAGON. 
(From Percy's Rdiquis, iii. 27S.) 

The following rhymed legend, which, like several 
Othef pieces ia this Boot, can be called a ballad only 
by an objectionable, though comnion, extension of the 
tenn, was printed by Percy (wilb some alterations) 
from two " ancient " biack-letter copies in the Pepys 
collection. 

Real popular ballads on St. George's victory over 
the Dragon exist in several languages, though not in 
English.* Such a ballad is known to have been sung 
by the Swedes at the battle of Brunkebei^ in U7I, 
and one is still sung by the people both of Denmark 
and Sweden. Grundtvig gives three copies of the 
Danish ballad, two of the 16th and 17th centu- 
ries, and one of the present. Four versions of 
the Swedish have been published, of various ages . 
(e. g. Soenska FoUcvtsor, ii. 252). A German ballad 
is given by Meinert, Alldeulsche VolksUeiier, p. 254 ; 
after him by Erlach, iv. 258 ; and Haupt and Schma- 

1 Gruudtvig, Dawaarla 
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ler have printed two widely different TcrsioitB of the 
bidlad in Wendish, YolksJieder der Wenden, vol. i. 
No. 285, ii. No. 195. These are all the proper tra- 
ditional ballads upon this subject which are known to 
be preserved, unless we include a piece called J^g 
DradienlOdter, in Zuccalmaglio'a Deutsche Foltsiieder, 
No. 37, wliich is of suspicious authenticity. The piece 
called Eiller St. Giorg, iu Des Knahen Wunderkom, 
i. 151, is not a proper ballad, but a rhymed legend, 
like the one here printed, though intended to be sung. 
The hero of these ballads, St. George of Cappa^ 
doeia, is sfud to have suffered martyrdom during ihe 
persecution in Syria, in the year 303. In the 6th 
century he was a recognized saint both in the west- 
ern and the eastern churches, and his reputation 'was 
limited to this character until the 13th. Eeinbot 
von Dorn, (1231-63,) in hia poem Der HeiUge Georg, 
(Von der Hi^n and Biisching's Deutsche Gedichte 
des Miltelallers,) and Vincent de BeauvMS (f 1262) in 
his ^ecuiura Histotiale (XH. 131-32), content them- 
Belves with recounting his martyrdom, and appear to 
know nothing about his fight with the Dragon, The 
first known writer who attributes this exploit to St. 
George is Jacobus a Vori^ine (| 1298), in the Golden 
Legend. Of course it does not follow that the story 
originated there. It is probable that the legend of the 
Dragon arose at the time of the Crusades, and indeed 
was partly occasioned by them, though we ought not 
hastily to admit, what has been su^ested, that it was 
founded upon some tradition which the Crusaders 
heard in Syria. 

The Byzantians had long before ascribed various 
miracles to St. George, but it was the Normans, who, 
so to say, first pressed him into active military service. 
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It was he that commanded the heavenly host that came 
to Ifae help of the Cruaaders against the Turks, under 
the walls of Antioeh, in the year 1098, ob which occa- 
sion he was seen on his white horse, bearing the white 
banner with the red eross. He manifested himself 
again at the storming of Jerusalem in the following 
year, and a hundred years later was seen to fight in 
the front rank against the Moors in Spain, and for 
Frederic Barbarossa, in his crusade in 1190. But 
tiiough he had entered into the service of the German 
emperor, this did not prevent his aiding the orthodox 
William of Holland in taking Aix-la-Chapelle from 
the excommunicated Emperor Frederic in 1248. — 
The most various races have contended for his protec- 
tion. His feast was in 1 3S2 ordered to be kept as a hol- 
iday throughout all England: from the beginning of the 
14th century, or since the Mongol dominion was shaken 
off, he has been one of the guardian saints of Russia: 
in 1468, the Emperor Frederic III. founded the Aus- 
trian Order of St. George for the protection of the Em- 
pire against the Turks, and a few years later, in 1471, 
at the momentous battle of Bmnkeberg, his name was 
the war-cry of both parties, Swedes ajid Danes. 

That the subjugation of the Dri^on (a symbolical 
mode of representing the extinction of Evil common 
to all times and peoples) should be attributed to St, 
George, would seem to bo sufficiently explained by his 
having become the Christian Hero of the Middle Ages. 
A special reason may, however, be alleged for his con- 
nection with such a legend. Loug before the Cru- 
sades, he was depicted by the artists of the Oriental 
Church as the Great Martyr, with the Dragon (Anti- 
Christ or the Devil) at his feet, and a crowned virgin 
(the Church) at his side. In like manner had Constan- 
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tine (he Great h-id himaelf dr'iwn and minj otter 
saints are represented in the ame wai as Theodore, 
Victor and Margaret This s^inboli reprtstiitation 
■would naturally lead to the CrufaJer' miking St. 
George the hero in an achievement which nas well 
known in connection with other namei and it would 
then not be too mmh to assume that the Normans 
(who a? already "aid, were the fir=f to recogmze his 
presence in battle) — the lame Nonnans who were 
properly the creators of the romantii. poetry of the 
Middle Ages, — were also the first to connect 8t 
George with the conquest of the Dragon. 

But however we may account for St. George's being 
introduced int<i such a legend, so much is sure ; that 
from the 14th century on, the story and the hero have 
been inseparable ; all the legendaries and all the pic- 
tures of him exhibit him as the conqueror of the 
Dragon: his martyrdom is nearly lost sight of, and in 
ballads is entirely forgotten. — As to the place which 
was the st^ene of the fight, there are many opinions. 
Some have fixed it in Cappadocia, others in Lybia, 
others in Syria, and some European nations have 
assigned the adventure to a locality within their own 
bounds. Thus the Wallachians lay the scene at Or- 
woza, one of the Wendish ballads at Berlin, the Gep- 
mans at Leipsic, the Dutch at Oudenarde, and — — 
the people of the island of Funen at Svendboi^ ! 



Of Hector's deeds did Homer sing, 
And of the sack of stately Troy, 

What griefs fair Helena did bring, 
Which was Sir Paria' only joy : 
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And by my pen I will recite • 

St. George's deeds, an English knight. 

Against the Sarazens so rude 

Fought hefuU long and many a day, 

Where many gyaunis he subdu'd, 

In honour of the Christian way ; » 

And after many adventures past, 

To Egypt land he came at last. 

Now, as the story plain doth tell, 
Within that countrey there did rest 

A dreadful ^ragon, fierce and fell, » 

Whereby they were full eore opprest : 

Wlio by his poisonoua breath each day 

Did many of the city slay. 

The grief whereof did grow so great 

Throughout the limits of the land, ao 

That they their wise men did intreat 
To shew their cunning out of hand ; 

What way they might this fiend destroy, 

That did the couutrey thus annoy. 

The wise men all before the king, a 

This answer fram'd incontinent r 
The dragon none to death might bring 

By any means they could invent; 
His skin more hard than brass waa found, 
That sword nor spear could pierce nor wound. 
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When, this the people understood, 
They eryed out most piteouslye, 

The dragon's breath infects their blood, 
That every day in heaps itey dye ; 

Among them such a plague is bred, 

The living scarce could bury the dead. 

No means there were, as they could hear. 
For to appease the dragon's rage, 

But to present some virgin clear, 

Whose blood his fury might asswage ; 

Each day he would a maiden eat, 

For to aUay his hunger great. 

This thing by art the wise men found, 
Which truly must observed be ; 

Wherefore, throughout the city round, 
A virgin pure of good degree 

Was, by the king's commission, still 

Taken up to serve the dragon's will. 

Thus did the dragon every day 
Untimely crop some virgin flowr, 

Till all the maids were worn away. 
And none were left him to devuur ; 

Saving the king's fair daughter bright, 

Iler father's only heart's dehght. 

Then came the officers to the king. 
That heavy messago-to decloa'e, 
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Wliich did his heart with sorrow sting ; 

" She is," quoth he, " my kingdom's heir 
let us all be poisoned here, 
Ere she should die, that is my dear." 

Then rose the people presently. 

And to the king in rage they went; 

They said his daughter dear should dye, 

The dn^n's fury to prevent ; 

" Our daughters all are dead," quoth tiiey, 

" And have been made the dragon's prey ; 

" And by their blood we rescued were, 

And thou hast sav'd fhy life thereby ; 

And now in sooth it is but faire. 

For us thy daughter so should die." 

" save my daughter," said the king, 

" And let me feel the dragon's sting." 

Then fell fair Sabra on her knee, 
And to her father dear did say, 
" father, strive not thus for me. 
But let me be the dragon's prey ; 
It may be, for my sake alone 
Thb plague upon the land was thrown. 

" 'Tis better I should dye," she said, 
" Than all your subjects perish quite ; 
Perhaps the dragon here was laid. 
For my offence to work his spite. 
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And after he hath suckt my gore, 
Your land shall feel the grief no m 



" What hast thou done, my d 

For to deserve this heavy scourge ? 

It is my fault, as may appear, 

Which makes the gods our state to pui^e ; 

Then ought I die, lo stint the strife, 

And to preserve thy happy life." 

Like mad-men, all the people cried, 
" Thy death to us can do no good ; 
Our safety only doth abide 

In making her the dragon's food." 
" Lo ! here I am, I come," quoth she, 
" Therefore do what you will with me," 

" Nay stay, dear daughter," quoth the queen, 
" And as thou art a virgin bright, 
That hast for vertue famous been, 

So let me cloath thee all in white ; ii 

And crown thy head with flowers sweet, 
An omament for virgins meet." 



And when she was attired so, 
According to her mother's mind. 

Unto the stake then did she go. 

To which her tender hmhs they bind ; 

And being bound to stake a thrall, 

She bade farewell unto them alL 
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" Farewell, my father dear," quoth she, 
" And my sweet mother, meek and miid j 
Take you no thought nor weep for me, 

For you may have another child ; 
Since for my country's good I dye, 
Death I receive most wiUinglye." 

The king and queen and all their train 
With weeping eyes went then their way, 

And let their daughter there remain, 
To be the hungry dragon's prey : 

But as she did liere weeping lye, 

Behold St. George came riding by. 

And seeing there a lady hright 
So rudely tyed unto a stake, 
As well became a valiant knight, 
He straight to her his way did take ; 
" Tell me, sweet miu.den," then quoth he, 
" What cailJf thus ahuseth thee ? 

" And, lo ! by Christ his cross I vow. 
Which here is figured on my breast, 
I will revenge it on his brow. 

And break my lance upon his chest : " 
And speaking thus whereas he stood. 
The dragon issued from the wood. 

The lady, that did first espy 
The dreadful dragon coming sOj 
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Unto St- George aloud did. cry, 
And willed him away to go ; 
" Here comes that cursed fiend," quoth she, 
" That soon will make an end of me." 

St. George then looking round about, 
The fiery dragon soon espy'd, 

And like a knight of courage stoul^ 
Against him did most fiercely ride ; 

And with such blows he did him gi-cet, 

He fell beneath his horse's feet. 

For with his launee, that was so strong. 
As he came gaping in his face, 

In at his mouth he thrust along ; 
For he could pierce no other place : 

And thus within the lady's view 

This mighty dragon straight he slew. 

The savour of liis poisoned breath 
Could do this holy knight no harm ; 

Thus he the lady sav'd from death, 
And home he led her by the arm ; 

Which when King Ptolemy did see, 

Thei-e was great mirth and melody. 

When as that valiant champion there 
Had slain the dragon in the field, 

To court he brought the lady fair, 

Which to their hearts much joy did yieli 
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Ite in the court of Egypt staid 
Till be most falsely was betray'd. 

That lady dearly lov'd the knight, 
He counted her his only joy ; 

But when their love was brought to light, 
It turn'd unto their great annoy. 

Til' Morocco king was in the court, 

Who to the orchard did resort ; 

Dayly, to take tbe pleasant air ; 

For pleasure sake he us'd to walk ; 
Under a wall lie oft did bear 

St. George with Lady Sabra talk ; 
Their love he shew'd unto the king. 
Which to St. Geoi^e great woe did bring. 

Those kings together did devise 

To make the Chrisdan knight away : 

With letters him in curteous wise 
They straightway sent to Persia, 

But wrote to the sophy him to kill, 

And treacherously his blood to spill. 

Thus they for good did him reward 

With evil, and most subtiOy, 
By such vile meanes, they had regard 

To work his death most cruelly ; 
Who, as through Persia land he rode, 
With zeal destroy'd each idol god. 
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For which offence he strmght was thrown 

Into & dungeon dark and deep ; 
Where, when he thought his wrongs upon, 

He bitterly did wail and weep : : 

Tet like a knight of courage stout, 
At length his way he di^ed out. 

Three grooms of the King of Persia 
By night this valiant champion slew, 

Though he had lasted many a day, i 

And then away fi'om thence he flew 

On the best steed the sophy had ; 

Which when he knew he was full mad. 

Towards Christemlom he made his fiighl, 
But met a gyant by the way, ' 

With whom in combat he did fight 
Most valiantly a summer's day : 

Who yet, for all his bats of steel, 

Was forc'd the sting of death to feel. 

Back o'er the seas, with many bands 
Of warlike souldiers soon he past, 

Vowiug upon those heathen lands 
To work revenge ; which at the last. 

Ere thrice three years were gone and spent. 

He wrought unto his heart's content. 

Save onely Egypt land he spaj^d, 
For Sahra bright her only s^e, 
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And, ere for her te liad regard, 

He meant a tryal kind to make ; 
Meanwliile the kmg, o'ercome in field, 
Unto Saint George did quickly yield. 

Then straight Morocco's king he slew, 
And took fair Sahra to his wife, 

But meant to try if she were true, 
Ere with her he would lead hh life ; 

And, tbo' he had her in hia train, 

She did a virgin pure remain. 

Toward England then that lovely dame 
The brave St. George condueted strait, 

An eunuch also with them came, 
Who did upon the lady wait. 

These three from Egypt went alone : 

Now mark St. Geoi^e's valour shown. 

When as they in a forest were. 

The lady did desire to rest ; 
Meanwhile St. George to kill a deer 

For their repast did think it best : 
Leaving her with the eunuch there, 
Whilst he did go to kill the deer. 

But lo ! all in bis absence came 
Two hungry lyons, flerce and fell, 

And tore the eunuch on the same 
In pieces small, the truth to tell; 



iiM=^i>,Googlc 



S2 ST. GEOEGE ASD THE DRAGON. 

Down by the lady tlien they laii], 
Wlerehy they shew'd she was a maid. 

But when lie came from hunting back. 
And did behold this heavy chance, 

Then for his lovely virgin's sake 
His com-age strait he did advance, 

And came into the lions sigiit, 

Who ran at him with all their might. 

Their rage did him no whit dismay, 
Who, like a stout and valiant knight, 

Did both the hungry lyons slay 
Within tte Lady Sabra's sight : 

Who all this while, sad and demure, 

There stood most like a virgin pure. 

Kow when St. George did surely know 
This lady was a virgin true, 

Hia heart was glad, that erst was woe. 
And all his love did sooa renew ; 

He set her on a palfrey steed, 

And towards England came with speed. 

Where being in short space arriv'd 
Unto his native dwelling place. 

Therein with his dear love he liv'd. 
And fortune did his nuptials grace : 

They many years of joy did see, 

And led their Hves at Coventry. 
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THE SEVEN CHAMPIONS OF CHRISTEN- 
DOM. 

Tke Famous Historie of the Seven Champions of 
Ckiislendom, is the work of Richard Johnson, a bal- 
lad maker of some note at the end of the 16th and 
beginning of the IVth century. All that is known of 
him may bo seen in Chappel's Introduction to the 
Crown Garland of Golden Roses, of which Johnson 
was the compiler or the author. (Percy Society, voh 
,vi.) " The Story of St. George and the Fair Sabra," 
saya Percy, " Li taken almost verbatim from the old 
poetical legend of Sir Bevia of Hampton." 

The Seven Champions is twice entered on the Sta- 
tionerfl' Registers in the year 1596. It is here re- 
printed from A Collection of Old Ballads, 1723, vol. 
i. 28. The same copy is in Evans'a collection, i. 372. 

Now of the Seven Champions here 

My purpose is to write, 
To' show how they with sword and spear 

Put Biany foes to flight ; 
Distressed ladies to release, = 

And captives bound in chains, 
That Christian glory to increase 

Wiiieh 
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First, I give jou to understand 

That great Saint George by name, 
Was the true ciiampion of our land ; 

And of his birtli and fame, 
And of his noble mother's dream, 

Before tliat he was born, 
The which to her did clearly seem 

Her days would be forlorn. 

This was her dream ; that she did bear 

A dragon in ter Vorab ; 
Which griev'd tliis noble lady fair, 

'Cause death must be her doom. 
This sorrow she could not conceal, 

So dismal was her fear, 
So that she did the same repeal 

Unto her husband dear ; 

Who went for to inquire straight 

Of an enchanleress ; 
When, knocking at her iron gate. 

Her answer it was this; 
"The lady shall bring forth a son. 

By whom, in tract of time, 
Great noble actions shall be done ; 

He will to honour climb, 

" For he shall be in banners wore ; 

This truth I will maintain ; 

Tour lady, she shall die before 
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Tou see lier face again." 
His leave lie took, and home he went ; 

His wife departed lay; 
But that which did his grief augment, 

The child was stole away. 

Then did he travel in despair, 

Where soon with grief he died; 
While the young child, his son and heir, 

Did constajitly abide 
With the wiae lady of the grove, 

In her enchanted cell ; 
Amongst the woods he oft did rove, 

His beauty pleased her well. 

Bhnded with love, she did impart, 

Upon a certain day, 
To him her cunning magic art, 

And where six Champions lay 
Within a hraaen castle strong, 

By an enchanted sleep. 
And where they had continued long; 

She did the castle keep. 

She taught and show'd him every thing 
Tlirough being free and fond ; 

Which did her fatal ruin bring ; 
For wilh a silver wand 

He clos'd her up into a rock, 
By giving one small stroke ; 
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> THE SEVEN CHAlIfION3 

So look piBsession of her stock, 
Aad the enchantmeat broke. 

Those Cliristian Championg being freed 

From their enthanted state, 
Each mounted on his prancing sf«ed. 

And took to travel straight ; 
Where we will leave them to pursue 

Kind fortune's favours still, 
To treat of our own champion, who 

Did courts with wonders fill. 

For as he came (o understand. 

At an old hermit's cell, 
How, in the vast Egyptian land, 

A dragon fierce and feO 
Threatened the ruin of them all, 

By his devouring jaws, 
His sword releas'd them from that thrall, 

And soon remov'd the cause. 

This dreadful dragon must destroy 

A virgin every day, 
Or else with sfjnks he'll fhena annoy. 

And many thousands slay. 
At length the king's own daughter dear. 

For whom the court did mourn, 
Was brought to be devoured here, 

For she must take her turn. 
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Of Chkistendom. 

The king Ijy proclamation said, 

If any hardy knight 
Could free this fair young royal maid, 

And slay the dragon quite, 
Then should he have her for his bride, 

And, after death, likewise 
His crown and kingdom too beside : 

Saint George he won the prize. 

When many hardy strokes he'd dealt, 

And. could not pierce his hide. 
He run Hs sword up to the hilt 

In at (he dragon's side; 
By which he did his life destroy, 

Which chcer'd the drooping king; 
This caused an universal joy, 

Sweet peals of bells did ring. 

The daughter of a king, for pride 

Transformed into a tree 
Of mulberries. Saint Denis spied. 

And being hungery, 
Of that fair fruit he ate a part. 

And was transformed likewise 
Into the fashion of a hart. 

For seven years precise. 

At which he long bewail'd the loss 

Of manly shape : then goes 
To him his true and trusty horse, 
107, which Dennia. 
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And brings a blushing rose, 
By which the magic speil was broke, 

And both were fairly freed 
From the enchanted heavy- yoke ; 

They then in love agreed. 

Now we come to Saint James of Spain, 

"Who slew a mighty boar, 
lii hopes that ke might honour gain, 

But lie must die therefore : 
Who was allow'd his death to choose, 

"Which was by virgins' darts, 
But they the same did all refuse. 

So tender were tteir hearts. 

The king's daughter at length, by lot, 

"Was doomed to work his woe ; 
From her fair hands a fatal shot. 

Out of a golden bow. 
Must put a period to the strife ; 

At which grief did her seize. 
She of her father begg'd his Hfe 

Upon her bended knees ; 

Saying, "my gracious sovereign Lord, 

And honoured father dear. 
He well deserves a. large reward ; 

Then be not so severe. 
Give me his life ! " He grants the boon 

And then without delay, 
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OF CnRISTENDOM. 

This Spanish champion, ere 'twas noon, 
Eid with her q^uite away. 

Now come we to Saint Anthony, 

A man with vaJour fraught, 
The champion of fair Italy, 

Who many wonders wrought. 
First, he a mighty giant slew, 

The terror of mankind ; 
Toung ladies fair, pure virgins too, 

This giant kept confined 

Within his castle walls of stone, 

And gates of solid brass, 
Where seven ladies made their moan, 

But out they could not pass. 
Many brave lords, and knights likewise. 

To free them did engage. 
Who fell a bleeding sacrifice 

To this fierce giant's rage. 

Fair daughters to a royai king ! 

Yet fortune, after all. 
Did our renowned champion bring 

To free them from their tiirall. 
Assisted by the hand of heaven. 

He ventured life and limb : 
Behold the fairest of the seven. 

She fell in love witii him. 
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Tliat champion good, bold Saint Andrew, 

The famous Scottish knight, iw 

Dark gloomy deserts travelled through. 

Where Phtebus gave do light. 
Haunted with spirits, for a while 

His weary course he steers, 
Till fortune blessed him with a smile, ira 

And shook off all his fears. 

This Christian champion trayell'd long, 

TiU at the length he came 
TJnfo the giant's castle strong, 

Great Blandoron by name, ib» 

"Where the king's daughters were transform'd 

Into the shape of swans : 
Though them he freed, their father storm'd. 

But he his malice shuns. 

For though five hundred armed knights iss 

Did straight beset him round, 
Our Christian champion with them fights. 

Till on the heathen ground 
Most of those Pagans bleeding lay ; 

Which much perplexed the king ; wo 

The Scottish champion clears the way. 

Which was a glorious thing. 

Saint Patrick too, of Ireland, 
That noble knight of fame, 
He travelled, as we understand, ua 
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OF CnniSTENDOM. 

Till at the length he came 
Into a grove where satyrs dwelt, 

Where ladies he heheld, 
Who had their raged fury felt, 

And were with sorrow fill'd. 



He drew his sword, and did n 

A sharp and bloody fray, 
Till the rJDg-leader he had slain; 

The rest soon fled away. 
This done, he asked the ladies fair, 

Who were in silks array'd, 
From whence they came, and who they w 

They answered him and said : 

" We are all daughters to a king, 

Whom a brave Scottish knight 
Did out of tribulation bring ; 

He having took his flight, 
Now after him we are in quest." 

Saint Patrick tlien replies, 
" He is my friend, I cannot rest 

Till I find him likewise. 

" So, ladies, if you do intend 

To take your lot with me. 
This sword of mine shall you defend 

From savage cruelty." 
The ladies freely gave consent 

To travel many miles ; 
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THE SETEN CHAMPION'S 

Through shady groves and woods they went, 
la search of fortune's smiles. 

The Christian champion David, went aa 

To the Tartarian court, 
Where at their tilt and tournament, 

And such like royal spori. 
He overthrew the only son 

Of the Count Palatine ; ^ 

This noble action heing done 

His fame began to shine. 

The young Count's sad and sudden death 

Tum'd all their joys to grief ; 
He bleeding lay, bereaved of breath, asa 

The father's son in chief ; 
But lords and ladies blazed the fame 

Of our brave champion bold ; 
Saying, they ought to write his name 

In characters of gold. ao 

Here have I writ a fair account 

Of each heroic deed. 
Done by these knights, which will surmount 

AU those that shall succeed. 
The ancient chronicles of kings, t*s 

Ere since the world begun. 
Can't boast of such renowned things 

As these brave knights have done. 
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OF CHRISTE^fDOJI. 93 

Saint George he was for England, 

Saint Dennis was for France, sm 

Saint James for Spain, whose valiant hand 

Did Christian fame advance : 
Saint Anthony for Italy, 

Andrew for Scots ne'er ^la, 
Patrick too stands for Ireland, ^m 

Saint David was for Wales, 

Thus have you those stout champions names 

In this renowned song : 
Young captive ladies bound in chains, 

Confined in castles strong, sai 

They did by knightly prowess fi-ee, ' 

True honour to maintain ; 
Then let their lasting memory 

From age to age remain. 
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THOMAS OF ERSSELDOUNE. 

This beautiful tale is transferred to these pages from 
Mr. Laing's Select Remains of die Ancient Popular 
Poetry of Scotland. The two "fytls" of prophedea 
wluoh accompany it in the maouacripts, are omitted 
here, as being probably the work of another, and an 
inferior, hand. From the exordium by -which the s\oiy 
is introdaced, it might bo concluded that the author 
was an Englishman. Indeed, all the poema and pro- 
phecies attiibuted to Thomas the Rhimer mluch re- 
main to us, are preserved in English manuscripta and 
an English dress ; but, in the judgment of Mr. Jamieson, 
the internal evidence still almost amounts to proof that 
the romance itself was of Scottish origin, although no 
indubitably Scottiah copy is now known to be in ex- 
istence. 

The hero of this legend is believed to have lived 
through nearly the whole of the 13th century. He 
derived hie territorial appellation from the village of 
Erceldoune, in the county of Berwick, lying on the 
river Leader, about two miles above its junction with 
the Tweed. The Huntly bank on which the meeting 
of Thomas with the Queen of Fairy took place, is 
situated, according to Mr, Laiog, on. one of the Eldoun 
hills, but the same distinction is claimed for another 
pla«e of like name, which, together with an adjoining 
ravine, called from time immemorial the Eijmer's Glen, 
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9S THOMAS OF ERSSELDOUNE. 

waiS lueluded in the domain of Abbotsford, (See 
Mmslrehy of the Scottish Border, iv. 110, v. I.) 

"During the 14th, 16th, and 16th eenturita, toget 
up a prophecy in the came of Thomas the Rhymer 
appears to have been found a. good stroke of policy on 
man)' occasions. Thus was his authority employed to 
countenance the views of Edward HI. against SeottiBh 
independence, to favor the ambitious yiews of the 
Duke of Albany in the minority of James V., and to 
sust^n the spirits of the oation under the haraawig 
invasions of Henry VIU. A small volume containing 
a collection of the rhymes thus put into circulation 
was published by Andro Hart in Edinburgh, in 1615." 
— Chambers, Pop. Rhymes of Scotland, p. 6. 

" This poem," says Mr. Laing, " is preserved ia 
three ancient manuscripts, each of them inastal«more 
or less mutilated, and varying in no inconsiderable de- 
gree from the others. A portion of it was first printed 
in the Border Minstrelsy, [iv. 122,] from the fragment 
in the British Museum, among the Cotton MSS. ; and 
the one which Mr. Jamieson adopted in his collecdon 
of Popular Ballads and Songs [ii. 11,] was carefully 
deciphered from a volume of no ordinary eurioMly, in 
the University Library, Cambridge, written in a very 
illegible hand, about the middle of the 15th century. 
It.is now printed from the other copy, as it occurs in 
a volume, compiled at a, sdll earlier period, which is 
preserved in the Cathedral Library of Lincoln. On 
comparison, it irill be readily perceived, that the text 
IB in every respect preferable to that of either of the 
other manuscripts. • . • An endeavor has been 
made to fill up the defective parts from the Cambridge 
copy, though in some instances, as will be seen, without 
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THOMAS OF EESSELDODNB. 97 

Buccesa." — Mr. Ilalliwell has rcpublislied the Cam- 
bridge text in liis Fairy Mythology, (p. 5K,) and lie 
cites a fourtli miinuicript, wliich, boivever, appears to 
be of siiglit importauee. 



THOMAS OF ERSSELUOUSB. 

Lystnjs, loi'dyngs, bothe grete and smale, 
And tukis giidi; teate what I will say : 
I sail yow telle ala trewe a tale, 
Als euer was lierde by nyglite or daye : 

And tlie maste meruelle fForowttyn naye, i 

That euer ivas herde byfore or syen, 
And Ihei-fbre pristly I yow praye, 
That ye will of youre talkyng blyn. 

It es an harde thyng for to sayCj 

Of doghety dedis that hase bene done ; lo 

Of felle feglityngs and bat«lls sere ; 

And how that knyghtia hase wonne thair schone. 

Bot Jhesu Christ, that sytlia in Irone, 
Safe Ynglyselie men hothe ferre and nere ; 
And 1 sail telle yow tyte and sonc, i» 

Of hattells done sythen many a ytire ; 

And of batells that done sail bee ; 

In whate place, and howe and whare ; 

And wha sail hafe the heghere grec ; 

And whethjr partye sail hafe the werre ; » 
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)8 THOMAS OP EKSSELDOUNE. 

Wha sail take the flyglite and, flee ; 
And wlia sail Uye and byieue thare ; 
Bot Jliesu Clirist, tliat dyed on tre, 
Saue luglysche men wliare so tliaj fare. 



Als I me wente this ei 

Full faste in mynd makane my mone, 

In a mery raornynge of May, 

By Hualle baakkes my selfe allone, 

I herde the jaye, and the ' throstelle/ 
The ma^vys menyde of hir songe, 
The wodcwale bcryde als a belle, 
That all the wode abowte me ronge. 

Allone in longynge, thus aJs I laye, 
Vndre nethe a semely tre, 
' Saw I ' ivhare a lady gaye, 
' Came ridand ' ouer a longe lee. 

If I suld sytt to Domesdaye, 

With my tonge, to wrehbe and wiye, 

Certanely that lady gaye, 

Neuer bese scbo askryede for mee. 

Hir palfraye was a dappill graye ; 
Swilke one I saghe ne neuer none : 
Als dose the sonne, on someres daye, 
That faire ludy hir selfe scho schone. 
£3, Lung, by tens. 6, Line. MS. tbrostjlle cdbke. 
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THOMAS OP ERSSELDOUNE. 

Hir Belle it was of reele bone, 
Full semely was that syghle to see ! 
Stefly Bctt with precyous stones. 
And compaste all with crapotee, 

Stones of Otyence, grete plente. 

Hir hare abowte hir hede it hange ; 

Scho roilc oucr that lange lee ; 

A why lie sdio blewe, a nother scho sange. 

Hir garthes of nobyll sylte they were ; 
The bukylis were of berelle stone ; 
Hir steraps were of crystalle clere, 
And all wilh perelle ouer bygone. 

Hir payetrelle was of iralle fyne ; 
TTir cropoure was of orfare ; 
And ala clere golde hir brydill it schoae ; 
Oae aytliir syde hange beUys three. 

' Scho led seuen grew houndis in a leeshe ; ' 
And seuen raches by hir they rone ; 
Scho bare a home abowte hir halse ; 
And vnder Mr belte fnll many a flone. 

Thomas laye and sawe that syghte, 
Vnder nethe ane semly tree ; 
He sayd, " yone es Majye most of myghtfl, 
That bare that childe that dyede for mee. 
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100 inOJIAS OP EKSSELDODNE. 

" But if I speke with yone lady bryghle, 
I hope myn herte will bryste in tliree j 
Now sail I go with all my myghte, 
Hir for to mete at Eldoun tree." 

Thomas rathely rpe he rase, 

And he rane ouer that moimtayne hye ; 

Gyff it be als the storye sayes, 

He hir mette at Eldone tree. 

He knelyde down appon his knee, 
Vndir nethe tliat grenwodo spraye : — 
And sayd, " lufly hidye ! rewe one mee ; 
Qwene of heuen, als thu wele maye I " 

Then spake that lady milde of thoghte : - 
" Thomas, late swylke wordes hee ; 
Qwene of heuenne, am I noghte, 
For I tuke neuer bo heghe degre. 

" Bot I ame of ane other contree, 
If I he payrelde moste of prysse j 
I ryde aftyre this wylde fee ; 
My raches rjmnys at my devyae." 

" If thu be parelde moste of piysse, 
And here rydis thus in thy folye, 
Of lufe, lady, als thu art wysse, 
Thou gyffe me leue to lye the bye." 



iiM=^i>,Googlc 



Tnoius OF 

Scho sajde, " thu man, tliat ware folye ; 
I praye the, Thomas, thu lat mn ban ; 
Ffor I saje the full sekirlje. 
That synne will fordoo aU my beaute," 

" Now lufly ladye rewe on mee. 
And I will euermore irilli the duelle; 
Here my trouthe I ' plyghte to thee,' i 

"Wetliir thu will in heuen or helle." 

" Mane of moide, thu will me marre. 
But yitt tJm sail hafe all tliy will ; 
And trowe it wele, thu chewys the werre, 
Ffor alle my beauie will thu spylle." ( 

Down llian lyghte that lady bryghte, 
Vndir neihe that grene wode spraye ; 
And, als the storye tellis full ryglite, 
Seuen sythis by hir he laye. 

Scho sayd, " man, lie lykes thi playe : s 

What hyrde in boure maye delle with tlie ? 
Thou merrys me all this longe daye ; 
I pray the, Thomas, late me bee." 

Thomas stode wpe in that stede. 

And he byhelde tliat lady gaye; u 

Hir hare it hange all ouer hir hecle, 

Hir eghne semede owte, that are were graye. 
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102 inOMAS OF ERSBELDOtTNE. 

And ali tlie riclie clotliynge was awaje, 
Timt he byfore sawe in that slede ; 
Hir a scinmke bLolfe, hir other grayc, m 

And all Lir body Ijke the lede ; 

Thomas laje, and sawe that syghte, 
Vndir netiie tliat grenewod tree. 

Than snyd Tliomas, " alias ! alias ! 

la faytlie this es a dullfull syghte ; wo 

How arte thu fadyde thus in tlie face, 

That schane byfore als the sonne so bryght ! " 

Scho sayd, " Tliomas, take leve at sone and 

And als at lefe that grewes on tree ; 

This twelmonetU sail thu with me gone, iin 

And medill-crtlie thu sail non see." 

He knelyd downe appon his knee, 
"Vndir nethe that grenewod spraye ; 
And sayd, " Lufly lady ! rewe on mee, 
Mylde qwene of Iieuen, als thu beste maye." iw 

" Alias ! " he sayd, " and wa es mee, 
I trewe my dedis will wirke me care ; 
My sauUe, Jhesu, hyteche I the, 
Whedir come that euer my banes sail fare." 

lOB, Luflj lady, i. e. llary. 
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THOMAS OF ERSSELDOUNE. 10 

Scho ledde lijm in iit Eldono hill, i 

Vndir nethe a deme lee ; 
Whare it was dirk as mydnyglit myrke, 
And euor the water till his ktiee. 

The montenans of dayes three, 
He liei'd bot swoghyne of the flode ; i 

At the laste, he sayde, " full wa es mee ! 
Almaste I dye, for fawte of fude." 

Scho lede hym in till a faire herbere, 
Whare frwte was ' groivyng in gi-et plentee ; ' 
Pera and appill, bothe rype lliay were, i 

The date, and als the damasce; 

The fygge, and ala so the wyne-heryB ; 
The nyghtyngales lyggando on (hair neste ; 
The papeioycs faste abowte gan flye ; 
And throstylls sange, wolde hafe no rcsfe. k 

He pressede to pulle frowte with liis hande, 
Ala man for fude that was nere faynt j 
Scho sayd, "Thomas, thu kte tliam stande, 
Or eJls tlie fende the will atteynt. 

"If thu it plokk, sothely to say, u 

Thi sanle gose to the fyre of belle ; 



Bot Iher ia payne ay for to dueUe. 
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104 TIIOJIAS OP 

"Thomas, sothely, I the hjglite, 
Come Ijgge tliyn hede down on my knee, i 
And 'tliou' sail se the fayreste syglite, 
That euur sawe man of thi coiitree." 

He did in liye als scho hym badde ; 
Appone bir knee his hede he hiyde, 
Ffor hir to paye he was full glade, i 

And than that lady to him sayde — 

"Seese thn nowe yone faire waye, 
That lyggis ouer yone heghe montayne? — 
Yone es tlie waye to heuen for aye, 
When synfull sawlea are passed ther payne. i 

" Seese thu noire yone other waye, 
That lyggcs lawe by nethe yone rysse? 
Tone es the waye, the sothe to saye, 
Vnto the joye of paradyse. 



"Seese tliu yitt yone third waye, 
That ligges vnder yone grene playne? 
Yone es tlie waye, with tene and traye, 
Whare synfull saulis suffiris thare payne, 

"Bot seese thu nowe yone forthe waye, 
That lygges ouer yone depe delle ? 
Yone es tlie way, so waylawaye, 
Vnto the Lyrnande fyre of hell. 
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" Seese Ihu yitt yoae fiure castelle, 
That stanJea vpone yone heghe hill ? 
Of towne and towre, it beris the helle ; 
In erdie es none lyk il vntUl. 

"Ffor Eothe, Thomas, yone es myn awenn. 
And the kynges of this countree ; 
Bot me ware leuer hanged and drawen, 
Or that he wyste thou laye me hy. 



"When thu corames to yone castelle gay, 
I pray the curtase man to bee ; 
And whate so any man to the saye, 
Luke thu answere none bott mee. 

"My lorde es seruede at ylk a mese, i 

"With tlu-itly knyghtfis faire and free ; 
I Ball saye, syltaiide at the dasse, 
I tuke thi epeche byyonde the see." 

Thomas slill als stane he stude. 
And he byhelde that lady gaye ; n 

Scho come agayne als faire and gnde, 
And al so ryehe one hir palfraye, 

Hir grewe hundis flUide with dere blode ; 
Hir rachis eouplede, hy my faye ; 
Scho blewe hir borne with mayne and mode, " 
Vnto the castelle scho tuk the waye. 
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106 TnOMAS OF EKSSELDOUNE. 

In to the haulle sothely seho went ; 
Thomas foloued at hir hande ; 
Than ladies come, botlie faire and gent, 
With curtassye to liir knelaade. 



Harpe and fethill bothe thay faiide, 
Gettcriie, and als so tlie sawtrye ; 
Lutte and rybybe, botlie gangaade, 
And all manere of mynstj'alsye, 

The most meruelle tliat Thomas thoghte, 
Wlien that he stode appon the flore ; 
Pfor fcfltj hertes in were broghte, 
That were bothe ' largely ' grete and store. 

Eaches laye lapande in the blode, 
Cokes come with dryssyngo knyfe ; 
They brittened tliam als tliay were wpde ; 
Eeuello amanges thame was full lyfe. 

Knyghtis dawnsede by tiree and three, 
Thare was revelle, gamen, and playe, 
Lufly ladyes, faire and free, 
That satte and saoge one riche araye. 

Thomas duellide in that solaco 
More than I yowe saye, perde ; 
Till one a daye, so hafe I grace. 
My lufly lady sayde to mee : 
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TH0MA3 OP EKSSELDOUNE. 1 

" Do busk tlie, Tkomas, — the Lusk agayne, 
Ffor tliu may here no lengare he j 
Hye the faste, witi myglite and mayne ; 
I sail the brynge tilt Eldoae tree." 

Thomas sayde than with heuy chere ; 
" Lufly lady, nowe late me bee ; 
Ffor certis, lady, I hafe bene here 
Noghte bot the space of dayca three. 

" Ffor sofhe, Thomas, als I the telle. 
Thou hase bene here thre yere and more ; 
Bot langere here thu may noghte dwelle ; 
The skylle I sail the telle wherefore. 

"To mome, of hdle the foulle fende 
Amange this folke will feehe his fee ; 
And thu arte mekill man and hende, 
I trowo full wele he woide chese the. 

" Ffor all the gold that euer may bee, 
Ffro helhya unto the worldis enJo, 
Thou bese neucr betrayede for mee ; 
Therefore with me I rede thou wende." 

Scho broghte iiym agayne to Eldone tree, 
Vndir nethe that grenewode spraye ; 
In Huntlee bannkes es mery to bee, 
Whare fowJes eynges buthe nyglit and daye. 

211, base agayne. 
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" Fferre owtt in yone mountane gfaje, 
Thomas, my fawkon byggis a neste ; — 
A fawcoun is an eglis praye ; 
Fforthi in na place may he rcste. 

" Ffare well, Thomas ; I wend my waye ; 
Ffor me byhouys oner thir benttis brown." 
— Loo here a fytt : more ea to saye, 
All of Thomas of ErseUdown. — 
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THOIIAS TUE RIIYIIEE. 



TKADITIONAL 

Minstrelstj of the Scottish Border, (iv. 1 ] 7.) " Given 
fi'Om a copy obtained from a lady residing not far from 
Eroildoune, corrected and enlarged hy one in Mrs. 
Brown's MSS." 



True TnosiAS lay on Huntlie bank ; 

A ferlie lie spied wi' his ee ; 
And there he saw a ladye bright, 

Come riding .down by the Eildon Tree. 

Her shirt was o' the grass-green sillc, 
Her mantle o' the velvet fyne ; 

At ilka tett of her horse's mane, 
Hung fifty siller bells and nine. 

True Thomas, he puH'd aff his cap, 
And louted low down to his knee : 

"AH hail, thou mighty Queen of Heaven! 
For thy peer on earth I never did see."— 
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"O 110, no, Thomas," she said, 
" That name does not belang fo roe ; 
I am but the Queen of fair Elfland, 
That am hither come to visit tliee. 

" Harp and carp, Thomas," she said ; 
" Harp and carp along wi' me ; 
And if ye dare to kiss my hps. 
Sure of your bodie I will be." — 

* Betide me weal, betide me woe. 

That weird shall never daunfon me," — 
Syne he has kissed her rosy lips, 
AO underneath the Eildon Tree, 

"Now, ye maun go wi' me," she ssud ; 
" True Thomas, ye maun go wi' me ; 
And ye maun serve me seven years. 

Thro' weal or woe as may chance to be," 

She mounted on her milk-white steed ; 

She's ta'en true Thomas up behind ; 
And aye, whene'er her bridle rung. 

The steed fiew swifter than the wind. 

they rade on, and farther on ; 

The steed gaed swifter than the wind ; 
Until they reach'd a desert wide. 

And Jiving land was Jeft behind. 
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THOMAS THE KHYMEK. 1 

" Light down, light do^Tn, now, true Thomas, 
And lean your head upon my knee j 
Abide and rest a little space, 

And I will shew you ferlies three. 

"0 see ye not yon narrow road, 

So tliiek beset with thoma and hriers ? 
That is the path of righteousness, 
Though after it but few enquires. 

" And see ye not that braid braid road, 
That lies across that lily leven? 
That is the path of wickedness, 

Though some call it the road to heaven. 

" And see not ye that bonny road. 
That winds about thefemie brae? 
That is the road to fair Elfland, 

Where thou and I this night maun gae. 

" But, Thomas, ye maun hold your tongue, 
Whatever ye may hear or see ; 
For, if you speak word in Elfyn land, 
Yell ne'er get back to your 



they rade on, and farther on, [knee. 

And they waded through rivers ahoon the 

And they saw neither sun nor moon. 

But they heard the roaring of the sea, «o 
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112 THOMAS THE KHTIIEK. 

It was mirk mirk night, and there was nae 
stern light, 
And they waded through red bliide to the 
knee; 
For a' the blude that's shed on eartJi 

Kins through the springs o' that countrie. 

Syne they eame on to a garden green, » 

And she pu'd an apple frae a tree — 
« Take this for thy wages, true TJiomas ; 

It will give thee the tongue that can never 
Ue."— 

" My tongue is mine ain," true Ttomas said ; 
"A gudely gift ye wad gie to me ! t» 

I neither doughl to buy nor sell, 
At fair or tryst where I may be. 

" I dought neither speak to prince or peer, 
Nor ask of grace from fair ladye." — ■ 

" Now hold thy peace ! " the lady said, n 

" For as I say, so most it be." — 



repugnance of Thomns to be dobarred tlis use of falsehood, 
vben be ihigbC And it coQveQient, has a comio effect. 
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THE KHTMBR, 



He has gotten a coat of the even cloth, 
And a pair of shoes of velvet green ; 

And till seven years were gane aud past. 
True Thomas on earth was never seen. 
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THE YOUNG TAMLANB. 

TflE Ta^l of the Yong Tamlene is mentioned in the 
Complaynlof Scoiland,(lbiS,) and thedanceof Thorn 
of Lyn ia noticed in the same work. A considerable 
fragment of tMa ballad was printed by Herd, (toL i. 
215,) under the title of Kertonha', a, corruption of 
Carlerhaugh ; another is furnished in Maidment^a New 
Book of Old Ballads, (p. 54,) and a nearly complete 
version in Johnson's Mitgeum, (p. 423,) Tshich, with 
Bome alterations, was inserted in the Tales of Wonder, 
(So. 58.) The present edition, prepared by Sir Walter 
Scott from a collation of various copies, is longer than 
any other, but was originally disfigured by several sup- . 
posititious stanzas here omitted. Another veraon, ■with 
Maidment's fragment, will be found in the Appendii 
to this volume. 

" Carterhaughisaplain, atthe conflusof theEttrick 
and Yarrow in Selkirkshire, about a mile above Sel- 
kirk, and two miles below Newark Castle ; a roman- 
tic ruin which overhangs the Yarrow, and which is 
said to have been the habitation of our heroine's father, 
though others place bis residence in the tower of Oak- 
wood. The peasants point out, upon the plain, those 
electrical rings, which vulgar credulity supposes to be 
traces of the Fairy revels. Hero, they say, were placed 
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THE YOUNG TAHLANB. 115 

Ihe stands of milk, and of water, in wUicli Tamlane 
was dipped, in order to effect tho Jiaonohantment , and 
npon these spols, atcording to their mode ol cspn.33- 
ing themaelvea, the grass will never grow Miles 
Cross, (perhaps a corruption of JIarj-'s Crosi,) nhere 
fair Janet awaited the arrival of the Fairy tram, is 
B!ud to have stood near the Duke of Buccleu:,h's seat 
of Bow-hill, about half a mile from Carterhaugh." — 
(Scott's Minstrelsy, vL 334, at the end of a. most in- 
teresting essay, introductory to this tale, on the Fiu- 
ries of Popular Superstition.) 

"01 forbid ye, maidens a', 

That wear gowd on your hair. 

To come or gae by Carterhaugh, 

For young Tamlane is there. 

" There's nane that gaes by Carterhaugh, » 

But maun leave him a wad, 
Either gowd rings, or green mantles, 

Op else their maidenheid. 

" Now gowd rings yo may buy, maidens, 

Green mantles ye may spin ; m 

But, gin ye lose your maidenheid. 
Tell ne'er get that agen." — 

But up then spak her, fair Janet, 
The fairest o' a' her kin ; 
" 1 11 cum and gang to Carterhaugh, " 

And ask na« leave o' him." — 
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Janet has killed her green kirtle, 

A little abune her knee ; 
And she haa braided her yellow hair, 

A little abune her bree. 

And when she came (o Carterhaugh, 

She gaed beside the weU ; 
And there she fand his steed standing, 

But away was himsell. 

She hadna pu'd a red red rose, 

A rose but barely three ; 
Till up and starts a wee wee man, 

At lady Janet's knee. 

Says — " Why pu' ye the rose, Janet ? 

What gars ye break the tree ? 
Or why come ye to 'Cart«rhaugh, 

Withouten leave o' me ? " — 

Says — " Carterbaugh it is mine ^n ; 

My daddie gave it me ; 
ril come and gang to Carterhaugh, 

And ask nae leave o' thee." 

He's ta'en her by the milk-white hand, 
Among the leaves sae green ; 

And what they did, I cannot tell — 
The green leaves were between. 



iiM=^i>,Googlc 



THE rOUNG TAMLANE. 117 

He's ta'en her by tlie milk-wliite hand, 

Among the roses red ; 
And what they did, I cannot say — 

She ne'er return'd a maid. 

When she cam to her father's ha', » 

She looked pale and wan ; 
They thought she'd dreed some sair sickness, 

Or been with some leman. 

She didna comb her yellow hair, 

Nor make meikle o'er her head ; « 

And ilka thing that Jady took, 

Was like to be her deid. 

It's four and twenty ladies fair 

Were playing at the ba' ; 
Janet, the wigbtcst of them anes, « 

Was faintest o' them a'. 

Four and twenty ladies fair 

Were playing at the chess ; 
And out there came the fair Janet, 

Aa green as any grass. « 

Out and spak an auid grey-headed knight, 
Lay o'er the castle wa', — 
" And ever, alas ! for thee, Janet, 
But we'll be blamed a' I " — 
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" Now haud your tongue, ye auld grey knight ! 
And an ill deid may ye die ; 
Fatter my baim on whom I will, 
I'll fatlier nane on thee." — 



Out then spak her father dear, 
And he spak meik and mild — 
" And ever, alas ! my sweet Janet, 
I fear ye gae with child." — 

" And if I be with child, father, 
Mysell maun bear the blame j 
There's ne'er a knight about your ha' 
Shall hae the bairnie'a name. 

" And if I be with child, father, 
Twill prove a wondrous birth ; 
For weel I swear Tm not wi' baim 
To any man on earth. 

" If my love were an earthly knight, 
As he's an elfin grey, 
I wadna gie my ain true love 
For nae lord that ye hae." — 

She prink'd hersell and jirinn'd hersell. 
By the a« light of the moon. 

And she's away to Carterhaugh, 
To speak wi' young Tamlane. 
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THE YOUNG 

And when ste came to Cart«rliawgh, 

She gaed beside the well ; 
And there she saw the steed standing, 

But away was himselL 

She hadoa pu'd a douhle rose, 

A rose but only twae, 
When up and started young Tamlane, 

Says — " Lady, thou pu's nae mae ! 

" "Why pu' ye (he rose, Janet, 
Within this garden grene. 
And a' to kiU the honny bahe, 
That we got us between ? " 

" The truth ye'll tell to me, Tamlane ; 
A word ye mauna lie ; 
Gin e'er ye was in haly chapel, 
Or sained in Christentie ? " — 

"The truth Til tell to thee, Janet, 
A word I winna lie ; 
A knight me got, and a lady me bore, 
As well as they did thee. 

" Randolph, Earl Murray, was my sire, 
Dunbar, Earl March, is thine ; 
We loved when we were children small, 
Which yet you well may mind. 
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20 THE TOUKG 

" Wten I was a boy just turn'd of nine, 
My uncle sent for me, 
To hunt, and hawk, and ride with him, 
And keep him eompanie. 

" There came a wind out of the north, 
A sliarp wind and a snell ; 
And a deep sleep came over me, 
And frae my horse I fell. 

"The Queen of Fairies keppit me, 

In yon green hill to dwell ; 

And I'm a fairy, lyth and limb ; 

Fair ladye, view me well. 

" Then would I never tire, Janet, 

In EMsh land to dweU ; 
But aye, at every seven years. 

They pay the teind to hell ; 
And I am sae fat and fair of flesh, 

I fear 'twill be mysell. 

" This night is Hallowe'en, Janet, 
The mom is Hallowday; 
And, gin ye dare your true love win, 
Ye hae nae time to stay. 

" The night it is good Hallowe'en, 

"Wlien fairy folk will ride ; 
138. See rfi™iaio/'EmcW™ne,[p,I0T,)T.226,ase. 
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And they that wad their true-love win 
At Miies Cross they maim bide," 

" But how shall I thee ken, Tamlane ? 
Or how shall I thee knaw, 
Amang so many unearthly knighta, 
The like I never saw ? " 

" The first company tliat passes by. 

Say na, and let them gae; 
The next company that passes by, 

Sae na, and do right sae ; 
The third company that passes by. 

Then I'U be ane o' thae. 

" First let pass the black, Janet, 
And syne let pass the brown ; 
But grip ye to the milk-wliite steed, 
And pu' the rider down. 

" For I ride on the milk-white steed, 
And aye nearest the town ; 
Because I was a christen'd kniglit, 
Tliey gave me that ri 



" My right hand will be gloved, Janet, 
My left hand will be bare ; 
And these the tokens I gie thee, 
Nae doubt I will be there. 
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" They'll turn me in your arms, Janet, 
An adder and a snake ; 
But had me fast, let mc not pass, 
Gin ye wad buy me maik, 

" They'll turn me in your arms, Janet^ 
An adder and an ask ; 
The/U turn me in your arms, Janet, 
A hale that bama fast 

" They'll turn me in your arms, Janet, 
A red-hot gad o' aim ; 
But hand me fast, let me not pass. 
For I'll do you no harm. 

" First dip me in a sfand o' milk. 
And then in a stand o' water j 
But had me fast, let me not pass — 
ril be your bairn's fatlier. 

" And, next, they'll shape me in your am 
A tod, but and an eel ; 
But had me fast, nor let me gang, 
As you do love me weeL 

" They'll shape me in your arms, Janet, 
A doye, but and a swan ; 
And, last, they'll shape me in your armi 
A mother-naked man : 
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THB TODKG TAMLAXE. 123 

Cast your green mantle over me — 
ril be myself again."— 

Gloomy, gloomy, was the night, 

And eiry was the way, 
As fair Jajiet, in her green mantle, m 

To Miles Cross she did gae. 

Betwixt the hours of twelve and one, 

A north wind tore the bent ; 
And straight she heard strange elritch sounds 

Upon that wind which went. iso 

About the dead hour o' the night, 

She heard the bridles ring ; 
And Janet was as glad o' that 

As any earthly thing. 

Will o' Wisp before them went, iw 

Sent forth a twinkling light ; 
And soon she saw the Fahy bands 

All riding in her sight. 

And first gacd by the black black steed. 
And then gaed by the brown ; 200 

But fast she gript the milk-white steed. 
And pu'd the rider down. 

She pu'd him frae the milk-white steed, 
And loot the bridle fa' ; 
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[ THE TOUNG TAMLANE. 

And up there raise an erlish cry — 
" He's won amang us a' ! " — 

They shaped him in fair Janet's arms, 

An esk, but and an adder ; 
She held him fast in every shape — 

To be her haim's father. 

They shaped him in her arms at last, 

A motier-naked man : 
She wrapt him iif her green mantle, 

And sae her true love wan ! 

Up then spake the Queen o' Fairies, 
Out o' a bush o' broom — 
" She that has borrow'd young Tamlane, 
Has gotten a stately groom." — 

Up then spake the Queen o' Fairies, 
Out o' a bush o' rye — 
" She's ta'en awa the bonniest knight 
In. a' my cumpanie. 

" But had I kenn'd, Tamlane," she says, 
" A lady wad borrow'd thee — 
I wad ta'en out thy twa grey een. 
Put in twa een o' tree. 

" Had I but feenn'd, Tamlane," she says, 
" Before ye came frae hame — 
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I wad ta'en out your heart o' flesh, 

Put in a heart o' staae. «» 

" Had I hut had the wit yestreen 
That I hae co(t the day — 
I'd paid my kane seven times to hell 
Ere you'd been won away ! " 

V. 157-168, V. 20S-2H. The sama process of disenohaDt- 
ment is found in the Danish hallad Natlergalea, st, 20-23, 
Gmndtvig, No. 67 (also Smnska Folk-viiiM; No. tl). Tha 
comparison with the transforniHtions of Proteus is curious. 

0d?iXo/isv ■ oii' i yipav fo/Uijf lireT^&ero TiX'VC ' 
dM,' 3ITOI. iipanaTa Af wv yivcf ifiryivcio^, 
aiiTiip i^Eira 3paKuv ictd jropSaXt^ i/Sk fiiyac ffvC ' 
yiyvETO 6' iyphi i>6fjp Kol 6ev^psoii i^iJzET7/^v. 

Venim ubi eorreptam manibua vinolisque tsnebis, 
Turn variffi eludent species atqae era feranuQ! 
Fiet enim enbito sus hotridus attague t^Is, 
Sqnamosniiqne draco, et fulva cervice letetia, 
Ant acram flaramie sonitum dabit, atque ita vinolis 
Excidet, aut in aquas tenues diiapsus abibit. 
Sed quanto ille magis romiiis ee Tertet in onmeB, 
Tanto, nate, xoagis contende tenacia Tiricla. 

Georgici, iv. 405-13. 
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THE WEE WEE MAN. 



This ballad will be found, in forms slightly varying, 
in Herd, (i. 156 ;) Caw's Poetical Museum, (p. 316 ;) 
Motherwell's Minslrek)/, (p. 343 ;) and Buchan's An- 
cient Ballads, (i, 263.) It beara some resemblance to 
the be^nning of the remarkable poem, Als Y Yod on 
ay Moitnday, (see Appendix). The present version 
is from the Poetical Museum. 



As I was walking by my lane, 

Atween a water and a wa, 
There sune I spied a wee wee man, 

He waa flie least that eir I saw. 

His legs were scant a ahatbmont's length, 
And sma and limber was bis tbie ; 

Atween his shoulders was ae span, 
About his middle war but three. 

He has tane up a meikle stane, 
And flang*! as far as I cold see ; 

Ein tiiouch I had been Wallace wicht, 
I dought na hft it fo my knie. 
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" wee wee man, but ye be Strang ! 

Tell me whar may thy dwelling be ? " 
" I dwell beneth tbat bonnie bouir, i* 

O will ye gae wi me and see? " 

On wo lap, and awa we rade, 
Till we cam to a bonny green ; 

We lichted syne to bait our steid, 

And out there cam a lady slieen ; » 

W"i four and twentic at her back, 
A' comely cled ia glistering green ; 

Thouch there the King of Scots had stude, 
The warst micht weil hae been his queen. 

On syne we past wi wondering cheir, » 

Till we cam to a bonny ha ; 
The roof was o the beaten gowd, 

The flure was o the crystal a. 

When we cam there, wi wee wee knlchts 
War ladies dancing, jimp and sma ; » 

But in the twinkling of an eie, 
BailJi green and ha war clein awa. 

29-32. Thers were pipers playing in every neuk, 
And larties dancing, jimp and ama' ; 
And aye the owreturn o' their tune 
Was, " Ourweo wee man has beenlang awal " — ' 
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THE ELFIN KNIGHT. 

Reprinted from A CoUeclion of Curious Old Bal' 
lads and Miscellaneo'ts Poetry. Edinbui^h. Darid 
Webster, 1824. 

Other versions are ^ven in yiathefXfsWs Minstrelsy, 
(see the Appendix to this volume ;) Kinloch'a Ancient 
Scottish Ballads, (p. 145 ;) Buehan's Ancient Ballads, 
(ii. 296.) 

Similar colleelions of impossibiiifies in The Trooper 
and Fair Maid, Buelian, i. 230 ; Robin's Tesment, id., 
L 27S, or Aytoun, 2d ed. ii, 197; As I was walking 
under a grove, Pills to purge Melancholy, v. 370. See 
also post, Yol. iL 224, 352, vol iv. 132, 2S7 ; and in 
German, Von eiiel unmSglichen Dingen, Erk'a Litder- 
hort, p. 834-37; Uhland, Eille Dings, No. 4, A, Bj 
Wundcrhom, ii. 410. 

The Elfin knight sila on yon hill, 
Ha, ba, ha, liUie ha. 
He blaws his hom baithJoud and shriU. 
The wind hath Uawn my plaid awa. 

He blaws it east, he blaws it west, 
He blaws it where he liketh best 

"I wish tha,t horn were in my kist, i 

Yea, and the knight in my arms niest." 

She had no sooner these words said, 
Thau the knight came to her bed. 
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THE ELFIS KNIGHT. 1. 

" Thou art o'er young a maid," quoth he, 
" Married with me, that thou would'st be." 

" I liave a sister, younger thsin I, 
ADd she was married yesterday." 

"Married with me if thou would'st be, 
A curfiaie thou must do to me. 

" It's ye maun ciak a sark to me. 
Without any cut or seam," quoth he ; 

" And ye maun shape it, knife-, sheerless, 
And also saw it needle-, tlireedless," 

"If that piece of courtisie I do to thee, 
Another thou must do to me. 

"I have an aiker of good ley land, 
Which lyeth low hy yon sea strand ; 

" It's ye maun tiU't wi' your touting horn, 
And ye maum saw't wi' the pepper corn ; 

" And ye maun harrow't wi' a thorn. 
And hae your wark done ere the mom ; 

" And ye maun shear it wi' your knife. 
And no lose a stack o't for your life ; 
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aU THE ELFIN KNIGHT. 

" And ye maun stack it in a mouse hole, 
And ye maun tliraah it in your slioe sole; " 

" And ye maun dight it in your loof, 
And also saek it in your glove ; 

" And ye maun bring it over the sea, 
Fair, and clean, and dry to me ; 

" And when that ye have done your wark, m 
Come ha«k to me, and ye'll get your sark." 

" Fll not quite my plaid for my life, ; 
It haps my seven bairoea and my wife." 

" My maidenhead I'll then keep still, 
Let the Elfin knight do what he wilL « 

" My plaid awa, my plaid away, 
And owre the Mils and far awa, 
And far awa to Norowa', 
My plaid shall not be blawn awa." 
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THE BEOOMEIELD HILL. 

A fragment of this ballad was printed in Herd's 
Ccillection, Q'J'll wager, I'll wager," i. 226.) The 
present version is from the Border Minstrelsy, (iii. 
28,) and we tare added another from Kinloch's An- 
cient Scottish Ballads, A somewhat longer copy is 
given in Buohan's Ballads, (ii. 291,) and a modern- 
ized English one, of no value, (The West Country 
Wager,) in Ancient Poems, Sx., Percy Society, vol. 
ivii. p. 116. 

Brume, brume on hil, ia mentioned in the Complaynt 
of Scotland, and formed part of Captain Cox's well- 
known collection. 

A Danish ballad exhibila the same theme, though 
differently treated: SSoneruneme, Grundtvig, No. 81. 

There was a knight and a lady bright. 

Had a true tryst at the broom ; 
The ane ga'ed early in the morning. 

The other in the afternoon. 

And aye she sat in her mother's bower door, i 
And aye she made her mane, 
" whether should I gang to the Broomfleld hill, 
Or should 1 stay at harae ? 
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132 THE BEOOSiriELD HILL. 

" For if I gang to the Broomfleld hill, 
My maidenhead is gone ; 
And if I chance to stay at hame, 
My love will ca' 



Up then spake a witch woman, 

Aye from the room aboon ; 

" 0, yo may gang f o Broomfleld hill. 

And yet come maiden hame. 

" For when ye come to the Brooiufield hiU, 
Tell find your love asleep, 
"With a silver helt ahout his head. 
And a broom-cow at his feet. 

" Take ye the blossom of the broom, 
The blossom it smells sweet, 
And strew it at your true love's head, 
And hkewise at hb feet. 

" Take ye the ringa off your fingers, 
Put them on his right hand, 
To let him know, when he doth awake. 
His love was at his command." — 

She pii'd the broom flower on Hive-hill, 
And strew'd on's white hals bane, 

And that was to be wittering tme. 
That maiden she had gane. 
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THE BBOOMFIELD HILL, ] 

"0 where were ye, my milk-whjt« steed, 
That I ha« coft sae dear, 
That wadna watch and waken me, 
When there was maiden here?"— 

" I stamped wi' my foot, master, 
And gar'd my bridle ring ; 
But nae kin' thing wald waken ye, 
Till she was past and gane." — 

"And wae betide ye, my gay goss hawk> 
That I did love sae dear, 
That wadna watch and waken me, 
When there was maiden here." — 

" I clapped wi' my wings, master, 
And aye my bells I rang. 
And aye cr^d. Waken, waken, master. 
Before the ladye gang." — 

"But haste and haste, my gude white steed, 
To come the maiden till. 
Or a' the birds of gude green wood 
Of your flesh shall Lave their fill." — 

"Te needna burst your gude white steed, 
Wi' racing o'er the howni ; 
Nae bird flies faster through the wood. 
Than she fled through the broom." 
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LORD JOHN. 

From Einloch': Andeat ScoaiSt Ballads, (p. 195.) 

Tll wager, I'll wager," sajs Lord John, 
" A hundred merks and ten, 
That ye winna gae to the bonnie broom-fields, 
And a mdd return again." — 

" But I'll lay a wager wi' you, Lord John, t 

A' your merks oure ag^n, 
That I'll gae alane to the bonnie broom-fields, 
And a maid return again." 

Then Lord John mounted his grey steed. 
And his hound wi' his bells sae bricht, m 

And swiftly he rade to the bonny broom-flelds, 
Wi' his hawks, like a lord or fcnicht. 

" Now rest, now rest, my bonnie grey steed, 
My lady will soon be here ; 
And 111 lay my head aneath this rose sae red, a 
And the bonnig burn sae near." 

But sound, sound, was the sleep he took. 
For he slept till it was noon ; 
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LORD JOHN. 130 

And liis ]ady cam at day,left a taiken and away, 
Gaed as Kcht as a g^int o' the moon. a> 

Slie sfrawed the roaes on the ground, 

Threw her mantle on the brier, 
And the belt aroimd her middle sae jimp, 

As a taiken that she'd been there. 

The rustling leaves flew round his head, a" 

And rous'd him frae hia dream ; 
He saw by the roses, and mantle sae green, 

That his love had been there and was gane. 

" O whare was ye, my gude grey steed, 

That I ooft ye sae dear ; » 

That ye didna waken your master. 

Whan ye ken'd that his love was here." — 

" I pautit wi' my foot, master, 
Garr'd a' my bridles ring ; 
And still I cried, Waken, gude master, a 

For now is the hour and time." — 

" Then whare was ye, my bonnie grey hound, 
That I eoft ye sae deai-, 
That ye didna waken your master, 

Whan ye kend that hia love was here." — « 

I pautit wi' my foot, master, 
Garr'd a' my bells to ring ; 
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And sfiU I cried, Waken, gude master. 
For now is the hour and time," — 

" But whare was ye, mj hawks, my hawka, « 
That I coft ye sae dear, 
That ye didna wakeo your master, 

Whan ye ken'd that his love waa here." — 

" O wyte na me, now, my master dear, 

I gan^d a' my young hawks sing, » 

And still I cried, Waken, gude maaler, 
For now is the hour and time." — 

" Then he it sae, my wager gane ! 
'T wiE skaith. frae meikle ill i 
For gif I had found her in bonnie brooin-fields, » 
0' her heart's hlude je'd drunken your fill." 

ThB stanias below are from an American Tcrsion of thU 
ballad called The Green BroomjitM, printed in a cheap gong- 
boot. (Graham's lUiistrated Magimne, Sept. 1669.) 
" Then irhen sha went to the green broonx ^eld, 

Where her love was fast asleep, 
With a f^y joose-hawk and a green lanrol bongii, 
And a greeu broom nnder his laet. 

" And when he awoke from out his sleep. 

An angry man was he; 
He looked to the Ea«t, and he loolicd to the West, 

And he wept for hia sweetheart to see. 

" Oh ! where was you, my gray joose-hiwk. 

The hawk that I loved so dear, 
That you did not awake me from out my sleep, 

When my aweethearC nas so near 1 " 
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This ballad waa first printed in the Border Mn- 
strdsy, (vol. iii. p. 330,) " chiefly from Mra. Brown's 
MS. with corracfions from a, recited fragnient." Moth- 
erwell furnishes a. difTerant version, from recitation, 
(Minstrelsy, p. 374,) which is subjoinpd to liie present, 
and the well-known ditty of the LairUeij Worm of 
Spindleslon-Heugh, upon the same theme, ■mill be 
found in the Appendix to this volume. 

" Suth transformations as the song narrates," re- 
marks Sir Walter Scott, " are common in the annals 
of cbivalry. In the 25fh and 26th cantos of the second 
book of the Orlando Inamorato, the Paladiu, Brandi- 
marte, after surmounting many obstacles, penetrates 
into the recesses of an enchanted palace. Here he 
finds a fair damsel, seated upon a tomb, who announces 
to him, that, in order to achieve her deliverance, he 
mast raise the lid of the sepulchre, and kiss whatever 
being should issue forth. The knight, having pledged 
his faith, proceeds to open the tomb, out of which a 
monstrous snake issnes forth, with a tremendous hiss. 
Brandimarte, with much reluctance, fulfils the bkarre 
conditions of the adventure ; and the monster is in- 
Btantly changed into a beautiful Fairy, who loads her 
deliverer with benefits." 
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138 

Jomfruen i Ormekam, m Grundtvlg'a Daamarki 
Gamie Folkeiiiser, a. 1 77, is essentially the same ballad 
as Kempion. The characteristic incident of the story 
(a mtuden who has been transformed by her step-mother 
into a snake or other monster, being restored to her 
proper shape by the kiss of a knight) is as common in 
the popular fiction of the North as Scott asserts it to 
be in chivalrous romance. For instances, see Grundtv- 
vig, 1. 1,, and under the closely related Lindormen, ii. 
211. 

The name Kempion is itself a monument of the re- 
lation of our ballads to the Kmmpeviser. Pollard of 
Pollard Hall, who slew " a venomous serpent which 
did much harm to man and beast," is called in the 
modem legend a Champion Knight. 



" CtiM heir, cum heir, ye freely feed, 
And lay your head low on my knee j 
The heaviest weird I will you read, 
That ever was read to gay ladye. 

" meikle dolour eall ye dree, b 

And aye the salt seas o'er ye'se swim ; 
And far mair dolour sail ye dree 

On Eslmere crags, when ye them climb. 

8. If by Estmere Crags we are to miderstand the rockj 
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" I weird ye to a fiery beast, 

And relieved sail ye never be, m 

Till Kempion, the kingis son, 

Cum to the crag, and thrice kiss thee." — 

meikle dolour did ahe dree, 

And aye the salt seas o'er she swam ; 

Aad far mair dolour did she dree u 

On Estmere crags, when she them clamb. 

And aye she cried for Kempion, 

Gin he would but come to her hand : 

Now word has gane Ut Kempion, 

That sicten a beast was in his laud. » 



" Now, by my sooth," said I 

" This fiery beast I'll gang and see."— 
" And by my sooth," SMd Segramour, 

" My ae brother, I'll gang wi' thee." 

Then bigged hae they a bonny boat, s 

And they hae set her to the sea ; 

But a mile before they reach'd the shore, 
Around them she gar'd the red fire flee. 



clifi^ of Northumberland, i 




1 Westmoreland, wo 


may bring onrsoer 


leofactii 


DD near Buubi 


jrough, and thereby 


filmoBt identify Oil 


3 tale of 


X'empion with 


that of the LavSen 


Worm of ^nmSest 




hich it bears 


so strong a rasem- 


blanoe. — Scott. 


But why should we ae 


ek to do this? 
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" Segramour, keep the boat afloat. 
And let her na the land o'er near ; 
For this wicked beaat will sure gae mad, 
And set fire to a' the land and mair." — 

Syne has he bent an arblast bow, 
And mm'd an arrow at her head ; 

And swore if she didna quit tte land, 
Wi' that same shaft to shoot her dead. 

" out of my stythe I winna rise, 
(And it is not for the awe o' thee,) 
Till Kempion, the kingia son, 

Cum to the crag, and thrice kiss me." — 

He has louled him o'er the dizzy crag, 
And ^en the monster kisses ane ; 

Awa she gaed, and again she cam, 
The fieryest beast that ever was seen. 

" out o' my stythe 1 winna rise, 

{And not for a' thy bow nor thee,) 
Till Kempion, the kingis son, 

Cum to the crag, and thrice kiss me." — 

He's louted him o'er the Estmere crags, 
And he has ^'en her kisses twa : 

Awa she gaed, and again she cam. 
The fieryest beast that ever you saw. 
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KEMPION. 141 

" out of my den I winiia rise, 
Nor flee it for the fear o' thee, 
TiE Kempion, that courteous knight, » 

Cum to the crag, and thrice kisa me." — 

He's louted him o'er the lofty crag. 
And he has gi'en her kisses three ; 

Awa she gaed, and again she cam, 

The loveliest ladye e'er could be ! o 

" And hy my sooth," says Kempion, 
" My ain true love, {for (his is she,) 
They surely had a heart o' stane, 
Could put thee to such miseiy. 

" was it warwotf in the wood ? » 

Or was it mermaid in the sea ? 
Or was it man or vile woman, 

My ain true love, that mis-shaped thee ? " — 

" It waaca warwolf in the wood, 

Nor was it mermaid in the sea : re 

But it was my wicked step-mother. 
And wae and weary may she he ! " — 

" 0, a heavier weird shall light her on, 
Than ever fell on vile woman ; 
Her hair shall grow rough, and her teeth 

grow lang, » 

And on her four feet shall she gang. 
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" None shall take pit^ hei- upon ; 
In Wormeawood she aye shall won ; 
And relieved shall she never be, 
Till St. Mungo come over the sea." — 
And sighing said that weary wight^ 
" I doubt that day Til never see ! " 
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KEMP OVVTNE. 

Komp Owyne, saja Motherwell, " was, no doubt, the 
eame Ewein or Owain, ap Urien the king of Eeged, 
who is celebrated by the barde, Taliessin and Llywarch- 
Hen, as well as in the Welsh historical Triads. In a 
poem of GrufFyd Llwyd, A. D. 1400, addressed to 
Owain Gljndwr, is the following allusion to this war- 
rior. ' Thou hast travelled by land and by sea in the 
conduct of thine affairs, like Owain ap Urien in days 
of yore, when with activity he encountered the black 
knightof the water.'* HiBinistresshadaring esteemed 
one of the thirteen rarities of Britain, which, (Uke the 
wondrous ring of Gyges) would render the wearer 
invisible." Minslrelsi/, p. Ixxsiii. 

The copy of Kemp Owyne printed in Buchan's 
Ancknt Ballads, (ii, 78,) is the same as (he following. 

Hek mother died when she was young, 

Which gave her cause to make great moan ; 



The dangerous cliff and rapid wave; 
Like (Men, who subdued the knight, 
And the fell dragon put to flight. 
Yon mosa-growii fount basidej 
The grim, black warrior of tha flood. 
The dragon,gorged with human blood. 
The waters' acaly pride." 

Jones's Welsh Bardt 
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Her fuller married the warst womaa 
That ever lived in Christendoin. 

She served her with foot and hand, 

■ In every thing that she could dee ; 
Till once, in an unlucky time, 

She threw her in ower Craigy's sea. 

Says, " Lie you (here, dove Isabel, 

And all my sorrows Ue with thee ; i 

Till Kemp Owyne come ower the sea, 
And borrow you with kisses three, 

Let all the warld do what they will. 
Oh borrowed shall you never be." 

Her breath grew Strang, her hair grew lang, ! 

And twisted thrice about the tree, 
And all the people, far and near. 

Thought that a savage beast was she ; 
This news did come to Kemp Owyne, 

Where he lived far beyond the sea. : 

He hasted him to Craigy's sea. 

And on the savage beast look'd he ; 

Her breath was Strang, her hau- was lang, 
And twisted was about the tree. 

And with a swing she eame about: 
" Come to Cr^gy's sea, and kiss with me. 

« Here is a royaJ belt," she cried, 
" That I have found in the green sea j 
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KEMP OWTNE. ] 

And while your body it is on, 

Drawn shall your blood never be ; 

But if you touch me, tful or fin, 

I vow my belt your death shall be." 

He stepped in, gave her a kiss. 

The royal belt he brought him wi' -, 
Her breath was Strang, her hair was lajig, 

And twisted twice about the tree, 
And with a swing she came about ; 
" Come to Craigy's sea, and kiss with me. 

" Here is a royal ring," she said, 

" That I have found in the green sea ; 
And while your finger it is on. 

Drawn shall your blood never be ; 
But if you touch me, tail or fin, 

I swear my ring your death shall be." 

He stepped in, gave her a kiss, 

The royal ring he brought him wi' ; 

Her breath was Strang, her hair was lang, 
And twisted ance around the tree. 

And with a swing she came about : 
" Come to Craigy's sea, and kiss with me. 

" Here is a i-oyal brand," she said, 
"That I have found in the green sea; 
And while your body it is on, 

Drawn shall your blood never be j 



iiM=^i>,Googlc 



L46 KEMP OWTNE. 

But if you touch me, tail or fin, 

I swear my brand your death shall be." 

He stepped in, gave her a kiss, 

The royal brand he brought bim wi' ; 

Her breath was sweet, her hair grew short, 
And twisted nane about the tree } 

And smilingly she came about, 
As fair a woman as fair could be. 
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KING HENRY, 

A modernized copy of King Heniy was published 
ia the Tale) of Wonder, (No 57,) under the title of 
Courteous King Jamie. It first appeared in an ancient 
dress in the Border Minstrelsy, (iii. 274,) but a version 
preferable in some respects was giren by Jamieson ia 
hia Popidar BaUdds, (ii. !94|) which ia here printed, 
wilhout the editor's interpolations. For a notiee of 
eimilar legends, see the Marriage of Sir Gawaine, at 
pa^ 28 of this volume. 

Lat never a man a wooing wend, 

That lacketh thingis three; 
A routh o' gould, an open heart, 

Ay fu' o' charity. 

As this I speak of King Henry, i 

For he lay burd-alane ; 
And he's doen him to a jelly hunt's ha', 

Was far frae ony town. 

He chas'd the deer now him before, 

And the roe down by the den, w 

TOl the fattest buck in a' the flock 
King Henry he has slain. 
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i KING HKNKT. 

he has doen him fo his ha', 

To mak him hierly cheer; 
And in it cam a grisly ghost, 

Staed stappin' i' the fleer. 

Her head hat the roof-tree o' the house, 
Her middle ye mat weel spaa; — 

He's thrown lo her his gay mantle ; 
Says, — " Ladie, hap your hngcan." 

Her teeth was a' like teather stakes, 

Her nose like club or mell ; 
And I ken nae thing she 'pear'd to he, 

Bnt the fiend that wens in helL 

" Some meat, some meat, ye King Henry ; 

Some meat ye gie to me." 
" And what meat's in this house, Ladie ? 

And what ha'e I to gi'e ? " 
" Its ye do kill your berry-brown steed. 

And ye bring him here to me." 

whan he slew his berry-brown steed. 
Wow hut his heart was sair ! 

She ate him a' up, flesh and bane, 
Left naethjng but hide and hair, 

" Mair meat, mair meat, ye King Henry, 

Mair meat ye brbg to me." 
" And what meat's in this house, Ladie ? 
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And what hae I to gi'e ? " 
" ye do kill your good grey houndfl, 

And ye bring them in to me." * 

whan he killed hia good grey hounds, 

Wow but his heart was sair ! 
Ske ate them a' up, flesh and bane. 

Left na« thing but hide and h^r. 

" Mair meat, mair meat, ye King Henry, <i 

Mair meat ye bring to me." 
" And what meat's in tliis house, Ladie ? 

And what hae I to gi'e ? " 
" ye do kiU yonr gay goss hawks. 

And ye bring them here to me." s 

whan he kiU'd his gay goas hawks, 

Wow but his heart was sair! 
She ate them a' up, skin and bane, 

Left naetliing bat feathers bare, 

" Some drink, some drink, now, King Henry;" 

Some drink ye bring to me." 
" what drink's in this house, Ladie, 

That ye're nae welcome tee ? " 
" ye sew up your horse's hide. 

And bring in a drink to me." ( 

And he's sew'd up the bloody hide, 
A puncheon o' wine put in ; 
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> KING HENEY, 

She drank it a' up at a waughl, 
Left na ae drap ahiii'. 

" A bed, a bed, now, King Henry, 
A bed ye mak to mo ; 
For ye maun pu' the Leather green, 
And mak a bed to me." 

And pu'd has he the heather green, 

And made to her a bed ; 
And up he's ta'en his gay mantle, 

And o'er it has he spread. 

" Tak aff your cloths, now. King Heniy, 

And lye down by my side ; " 
" O God forbid," saya King Henry, 
" That ever the like betide ; 
That ever the fiend that wona in hell, 
Should streek down by my side." 



Whan nicht was gane, and day was come. 
And the sun shone thro' the ha', 

The fairest lady that ever was seen 
Lay alween him and the wa'. 

" wee! ia me ! " says King Henry ; 
" How lang'll this last wi' me ? " 
Then out it spake that fair lady, — • 
" E'en till the day you die. 



iiM=^i>,Googlc 



KING HBNET. 

"For I've met wi' mony a gentle knicht, 
That gae me sic a fill; 
But aever before wi' a eurleis knicht. 
That gae me a' my wilL" 
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C05PATRICK. 

{Border Mintlrelty, iii. 363.) 

This ballad, which ia still rery popular, is known 
under various (rtlier names, as BoOiweU, Child Brenton, 
Lord Ditigiealt, We were Sisters, we were Seven, &c. 
Scott's version mas derived principally from recitation, 
but some of the concluding stanzas were taken from 
Herd's. Herd's copy, which must he regarded as a 
fragment, ia ^ven in connection with the present, and 
Buchan's in the Appendix to this volume. Another 
edition, of a suspicious character, may be seen in Cro- 
mek's Remains of Nilhsdde and Galloway/ Song, 
(p, 205.) All the principal incidents of the story are 
found in Ingefred og Gitdrune, Danske Vixer, No. 194, 
translated by Jamieson, Illustrations, p. 340, More or 
less imperfect versions of the same are Riddar Olle, 
Svenska Fotk-Visor, u. p. 217, 59, 56, 215, and fferr 
Aster och Fr&cen Sissa, p. 50. The substitution of the 
maid-servant for the bride, occurs also in Torkild Tmn- 
des6n, Danske V., No. 200, or Thorkil Troneson, Ar- 
widsson, No. 86, This idea mas perhaps derived from 
Tristaa and Isold : see Scott's Sir Tristrem, II. 54, 55. 

CosPATRiCK has sent o'er fie faem ; 
Cospatrick brought his ladye harne ; 
And fourscore ships have come her wi', 
The ladye by the grene-wood tree. 

There were twal' and twal' wi' baken bread, t 
And twal' and twal' wi' gowd sac reid, 
And twal' and twal' wi' bouted flour, 
And twal' aad twal' wi' the paramoiir. 
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COSPATEICK. lad 

Sweet Willy was a widow's son. 

And at her stirrup lie did run ; k 

And she was clad in the 6nest pall. 

But aye she let the tears down fall, 

" O is your saddle set awrye ? 
Or rides your steed for you ower high ? 
Or are you mourning, in your tide, u 

That you suld be Cospatrict's hride ? " 

" I am not mourning, at this tide, 
That I suld be Cospatrick's bride ; 
But I am soiTowing in my mood, 
That I suld leave my mother good. 90 

" But, gentle hoy, come tell (o me. 

What is the custom of thy countrie ? " — 
"The custom thereof, my dame," he says, 
" Will ill a gentle laydye please. 

" Seven king's daughters has our lord wedded, » 
And sevei» king's daughters has our lord 

bedded '; 
But he's cutted their breasts frae their breast- 

And sent them mourning liame again. 



" Yet, gin you're sure that you'n 
Ye may gae safely to his bed ; 
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But glf o' that ye be na sure, 

Tlien hire some damsell o" your bour." — 

The ladye's call'd her hour maiden, 
That wailing was into her train ; 
" Five fiousand merks 111 gie to thee, m 

To sleep this night with my lord for me." — 

When bella were rung, and mass was sajne, 
And a' men unto bed were gane, 
Cospatrick and the bonny maid, 
Into a chamber they were laid. m 

" Now, speak to me, blankets, and speak to me, 
bed, 
And speak, thou sheet, enchanted web ; 
And speak up, my bonny brown sword, that 

Is this a true maiden that lies by me ? " — 

" It is not a maid that you hae wedded, « 

But it is a maid that you hae bedded j 
It is a leal maiden that lies by thee. 
But not tie maiden that it should be." — 

O wrathfuUy he left the bed. 
And wrathfuUy his claes on did ; » 

And he has ta'en him through the ha'. 
And on his mother he did ca.' 
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COSPATKICK. 

" I am the most unhappy man, 
That ever was in Christen land ! 
I courted a maiden, meik and mild, 
And 1 hae gotten naething but a wor 

" stay, my son, into this ha', 
And gport ye wi' your merrymen a' ; 
And I will to the secret hour, 
To see how it fores wi' your paramour.' 

The carline she was stark and sture, 
She aff (he hinges dang the dure ; 
" is your bairn to laird or loun. 
Or is it to your father's groom ? " — 

" O hear me, mother, on my knee. 
Till my sad story I teU to thee : 
we were sisters, sisters seven, 
"We were the fairest under heaven. 



" It fell on a summer's afternoon, 
"When a' our toilsome task was done, 
We east the kevils us amang. 
To see wliich sold to the grene-wood gang. 

" Ohon I alas, for 1 was youngest, 
And aye my wierd it was the hardest ! 
The kevil it on me did fa', 
Wiilk was the cause of a' my woe, 
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166 COSPATEiCK. 

" For to the grene-wood I maun gae, 
To pu' the red rose and the slae ; 
To pu' the red rose and the thyme, 
To deck my mother's hour wid mine. 

" I hadna pu'd a flower but ane, 
When by there came a gallant hende, 
Wi' high-coll'd hose and laigh-coll'd ahoon, 
And he seem'd to be sum kingis son. 

" And be I a maid, or be I nae, 
He kept me there till the close o' day ; 
And be I a maid, or be I nane, 
He kept me there till the day was done. 

" He gae me a lock o' his yellow hair, 
And bade me keep it ever mair ; 
He gae me a carkuet o' bonay beads, 
And bade me keep it against my needs. 

" He gae to me a gay gold ring, 
And hade me keep it abune a' thmg." — 

" What did ye wi' the tokens rare, 
That ye gat frae that gallant there ? " — 

* bring that coffer unto me, 
And a' tJie tokens ye sail see." — 

" Now stay, daughter, your hour within. 
While I gae parley wi' my son." — 
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COSPATKICK. ] 

she has ta'en her thro' the ha', 
And on her son began to ca' ; 

" What did ye wi' the bonny beads 

1 bade you keep agaiuat your needs ? 

"What did you wi' the gay gold ring 
I bade you keep abune a' thing ? " — 

" I gae them to a ladye gay, 
I met on grene-wood on a day. 

" But I wad gie a' my halls and lours, 
I had that ladye withiu my hours ; 
But I wad gie my very hfe, 
I had that ladye to my wife." — 

" Now keep, my son, your lia's and fours, 
Te have the bright burd in yoiir boura ; 
And keep, my son, your very life, 
Ye have that ladye to your wife." — 

Now, or a month was come and gane, 

The ladye hare a boany son ; 

And 'twas weel written on his hreast-bane, 
" Cospatrick is my father's name." 
" row my lady in satin and silk, 

And wash my son in the morning milk," 
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BOTHWELL. 

From Herd's Scofdsh Songs, (j. US.) 

As Bothwell was waiting in the lowlands alane, 

Hey down, and a down. 
He met six ladies sae gaUant and fine, 

Sejf down, and a down. 

He cast his lot amang tiem a', » 

And on the youngest his lot did fa'. 

He's brought her frae her mother's bower, 
TJnto his strongest castle and tower. 

But ay she cry'd and made great moan, 

And ay the tear came trickling down. w 

" Come up, come up," said the foremost man, 
" I think our bride comes slowly on." 

" lady, sits your saddle awry, 
Or is your steed for you owre high ? " 

" My saddle is not set awry, u 

Nor carries me my steed owre high ; 
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BOTHWELL. 



" But I am w^ary of my life, 
Since 1 maun be Lord Bothwell's wife." 



He's blawn bis horn aae sharp and Bhrill, 
Up start the deer on every hill ; 



He's blawn his horn aae lang and loud, 
Up start the deer in gude green wood. 



His lady mother lookit owre the castle wa'. 
And she saw them riding aiie and a'. 



She's called upon her maids by seven, 
To mak his bed baith saft and even: 



She's called upon her cooks by nine, 
To make their dinner f^r and fine. 



When day was gane and night was come, 
" What ails my love on me to frown ? 



" Or does the wind blow in your glove, 
Or runs your mind on another love ? 



" Nor blows the wind within my glove, 
Nor runs my mind on another love ; " 



" But I not maid nor maiden am 
For Pm wi' bairn to another a 
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" I thought Pd a maiden eae me^ and sa« mild, 
But Tve nought but a woman wi' child." 

His mother's taen her up to a tower, 

And loekit her in her secret hower : • 

i' Now doughter mine, come tell to me, 
Wha's bairn this is that you are wi'." 

" mother deitr, I canna leam 
Wha is the father of my bairn. 

" But as I walk'd in the lowlands my lane, « 
I met a gentleman gallant and fine ; 

" He keepit me there sae late and sae lang, 
Frae the ev'ning late til! the morning dawn ; 

"And a' that he gicd me to my propinc, 48 

Was a pair of green gloves, and a gay gold ring, 

"Three lauchters of his yellow hair. 
In case tliat we shou'd meet nae m^r." 

His lady mother went down the stair : 
"Now son, now son, come tell to me, 
Where's the green gloves I gave to thee?" » 

" I gied to a lady sae fair and so fine, 
The green gloves and a gay gold ring : 
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BOTHWELL. 



" But I wad gie my castles and fowerB, 
I had that ludy within my bowers : 



" But I wad gie my very life, 
I had that lady to be my wife." 



" Now keep, now keep your castles and towera, 
You have that lady within your howers : 



" Now keep, now keep your very life, 
Tou have that lady to be your wife." 



" row my lady in aattin an 
And wash my son in the n 
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"WILLIE'S LADTE. 

Printed from Mrs. Brown's MS., in tho Border 
Mmslrehy, Tol. iii. p. 170. Another copy is given m 
Jamieson's Popular Ballads, (ii. 367,) and veraona, 
enlaiged and altered from the ancient, in tbc same 
work, (ii. 179,) and in Tales of Wonder, No. 56. 
TMa ballad beara a striking resemblance to Sir Stig 
and Lady TorelUd, translated from the Danish by 
JamieBon, lUiistrations of Northern Artliqmtiea, p. 344. 
This is the eighth (marked H) of nine Danish ballads 
given by Grundtvig, under the title Iluslru og Mands 
Moder, vol. ii. 404. Three Swedish veraons have 
been printed ; two in Arwidsson's Fommnger, Lilen 
JSgrstins Fdrtrollmng,ii. 252, and another (Gmndtvig) 
in Cavallius and Stephens's Svenska Folksagor. 

" Those who wish to know how an incanfatJon, or 
charm, of the distresang nalnre here described, was 
performed in classic days, jnay consult the story of 
Galanthis's Metajnorphosis, in Ovid, or the following 
passage in Apuleius : ' Eadem (saga, scilicet, qusedam) 
amatoris axorem, q^uod in eam dicacule probrum dix- 
erat, jam in sarcinani priegnalionis, obsepto utero, et 
repigralo foitu, perpetua prsegnalaone damnayiL Et 
ut cuncti nmnerant, octo annonim onero, misella ilia, 
velut elephantum paritura, distenditur.' Apui.. Me- 
tam. lib. j. 

" There ia a curious tale about a Count of Wester- 
avia, whom, a deserted concubine bewitched upon his 
marriage, lo as to preclude all hopes of his becoming 
a father. The spell continued to operate for three 
years, till one day, the Count happening to meet with 
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■Willie's ladte. 163 

his former mistress, she maliciously asked blm about 
the increase of his fiiniily. The Count, tonceiving 
some suspicion from her manner, craftily answered, 
that God had blessed him with three fine children; on 
which she exclaimed, like Willie's mother in the ballad, 
" May heayen confound the old hag, by whose counsel 
I threw an cncbanted pitcher into the draw-well of 
your palace ! " The spell being found, and destroytW, 
the Count became the father of a mimerons family. 
Bierarchie of the Blessed Angels, p. 474." Scott. 

Willie's ta'en him o'er the faem, 
He's wooed a wife, and brought her hame ; 
He's wooed her for her yellow hair, 
But his mother wrought her meikle care j 

And meikle dolour gar'd her dree, * 

For lighter she can never be ; 
But in her bower she sits wi' pain. 
And WiUie mourns o'er her in vain. 

And to his mother he has gane, 

That vile i-ank witch, o' vilest kind ! lo 

He says — " My ladie has a cup, 

Wi' gowd and silver set about ; 

This gudejy gift sail be your ain. 

And let her be lighter o' her young bairn." — 

" Of her young bairn she's never be lighter, u 
Nor in her hour to shine the brighter : 
But she sail die, and turn to clay. 
And you sail wed another may."— 
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164 WILLIF.'S LADTB. 

"Anolher may I'll never wed, 
Anotlier may I'll never bring hame : " — ■ 
But, sighing, said that weary wight — 

"I wish my life were at an end 1 

" Yet gae ye to your mother again, 
That vile rank witch, o' vilest kind ! 
And say, your ladye has a steed, 
The like o' hini's no m the land o' Leed. 

* For he is silver shod before. 
And he is gowdeu shod behind ; 
At every tuft of that horse mane, 
There's a golden chess, and a bell lo ring. 
This gudely gift sail be her ain. 
And let me be lighter o' my young bairn."— 

" Of her young bairn she's ne'er be lighter, 
Nor in her hour to shine the brighter j 
But she sail die, and turn to clay. 
And ye saU wed another may." — 

"Another may I'll never wed, 
Anotiier may I'll never bring hame ; " — 
But, sighing, said that weary wight — 

" I wish my Hfe were at an end ! — 

" Yet gae ye to your mother again, 
That vile rank witcii, o' rankest kind ! 
And say your ladye has a girdle, 
It's a' red gowd to the middle ; 
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" And aye, at ilka siller hem ii 

Hang fifty siller bells and ten ; 
This gudely gift sail be her ain, 
And let me be lighter o' my young bairn." — 

" Of her young bairn she's ne'er be lighter, 
Nor in your hour to shine the brighter ; » 

For she sail die, and turn to clay, 
And thou sail wed another may." — 

" Another may PlI Dever wed, 
Another may I'll never bring hame : " — 
But, sighing, said that weary wight — a 

" I wish my days were at an end ! " — 

Then out and spak the Billy Blind, 
(He spak aye in good time :) 
" Yet gae ye to the mai-ket-place, 
And there do buy a loaf of wace ; » 

Do shape it baua and bairniy like, 
And in it twa glassen een you'll put j 

" And bid her your hoy's christening to, 
Then notice weel what she shall do ; 
And do you stand a little away, « 

To notice weel what she may say." 
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Ho did him to the markef-plac*, 

And there he bought a loaf o' wax j 

He shaped it b^m and baimly like, 

And in twa glazen een he pat ; " 

He did him tOl hia mither then. 
And bade her to his boy's chnalnin ; 
And he did stand a little forbye. 
And noticed well what she did say. 

" O wha has loosed the nine witch knots, w 

That were amang that ladye's locks ? 
And wha's ta'en out the kaims o' care, 
That were amang that ladye's hair ? 

" And wha has ta'en down that bush o' woodbine. 
That hung between her hour and mine ? » 

And wha has kill'd lie master kid. 
That ran beneath that ladye's bed ? 
And wha has loosed her left foot shee, 
And let that ladye lighter be ? " 

Syne, Willy's loosed the nine witch knots, m 
That were amang that ladye's locks ; 
And "WilUe's la'en out the kaims o' care, 
That were into that ladye's hair ; 



flT-T*. Inserted from JaDiieson'a copy. 68. leof, Jamieson. 
Bl. The \vitc1i'9 chief familiar, pluaed in Ihe chumber of 
the Eick nomaji iu tlie form of a kid. 
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WILLIES LADTE. lb 

And he's la'en down the hush o' woodbiue, 
Hung atween her bour and the witch ca'rhne ; i 
And he has kill'd the master kid, 
That ran beneath that ladye's bed ; 

And he haa loosed her left foot shee, 

And lattcn that ladye lighter he ; 

And now he has gotten a bonny son, < 

And meikle grace be him upon. 
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ALISON GROSS. 

Jamieson's Popatar Balladt, ii. 187. 



The beginning ia to be compared with Lindormen, 
the whole ballad with Jomfmen i Ormeham, Gruudt- 
vig's Folkemser, ii. 213, 177. 

Alison Gross, that lives in yon tower, 
The ugliest witch in the north countrie, 

Has trysted me ae day up till her bower, 
And mony fair speech she made ia me. 

She strtuked my head, and she kembed my hair, 
And she set me down saftiy oa her knee, « 

Says, — " Gin ye will be my lemman sae true, 
Sae mony braw things as I would you g>'e." 

She shaw'd me a mantle o' red scarlet, 

Wi' gouden flowers and fringes fine, m 

Says " Gin ye will be my leraman sae true. 
This goodly gift it sail be thine." 

" Awa, awa, ye ugly witch, 

Hand far awa, and lat me be j 

1 never will be your lemman sae true, w 

And I wish I were out of your company." 
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ALISON GROSS. 169 

She neist Lrocht a sark o' the saftest silk, 
Weel wrought wi' pearls about the btuid ; 

Says, — " Gin ye will he my aiii true loye, 
This goodly gift ye sail command." « 

She shan/d me b, cup o' the good red goud, 
Weel set wi' jewels sae fair fo see ; 

Says, — '^ Gin ye will he my lemman sae true, 
This goodly gift I will you gie." 

" Awa, awa, ye ugly witch ! a 

Hand far awa, and lat me be ; 
For I wadna ance kiss your ugly mouth 
For a' the gifts that ye cou'd gie." 

She's turned her richt and round about. 
And thrice she blew on a grass-green hom; 8» 

And she sware by the moon and the stars aboon, 
That she'd gar me rue the day I was born. 

Then out has she ta'en a silver wand, 

And she's turned her tliree times round and 

She's muttcHd sic words, tbat my strength it 
faii'd, 3. 

And I fell do^vn senseless on the ground. 

She's turn'd me into an ugly worm, 
And gar'd me toddle about the tree ; 
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170 ALISON GROSS. 

And ay, on ilka Saturday's night, 

My sister Maisry came to me, to 

Wi' silver bason, and silver kemb, 
To kemb my headie upon her knee; 

But or I had kiss'd her ugly mouth, 
I'd rather hae toddled about the tree. 

But as it fell out on last HaJlowe'en, a 

When the Seely Court was ridin' by. 

The queen lighted down on a gowan bank, 
Mae far frae Ihe tree whare I wont to lye. 

She took me up in her milk-white hand. 

And she .Btraikeii me three times o'er her 
knee ; w 

She changed me again to my ain proper shape, 
And I nae majr maun toddle about the tree. 

46. Eeelg 0>arl, I. e. " pleasant or liappj court," ot " coort 
of tlie pleasant anil happy people." This agrees mth the 
ancient and more legitunate idea of Fairies. Jamiesoh. See 
p. !20, T. IBl, et leq. 
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THE EARL OF MAR'S DAUGHTER. 



It is much to be regretted tliat this piece has not 
come down to U3 in a purer and more ancient form. 
Similar ballads are found in Danish, Swedish, and 
Partash. Several forms of the Danish are giyen by 
Grnndtvig (Ridderen i Fugiekam, No. 68), who also 
cites many popular tales ■which have the same basis, 
e. g. the Countess d'Aulno/s fairy story of The Blue 
Bird. 

It was intill a pleasant time, 

Upon a simmer's day ; 
The noble Eari of Mar'a daughter 
Went forth to sport and play. 

As thus she did amuse hersell, s 

Below a green aik free, 
There she saw a sprightly doo 

Set on a tower sae hie. 

" Cow-me-doo, my love sae true, 

If ye'U come down to me, m 

Ye'se hae a cage o' guid red gowd 
Instead o' simple tree : 

" ni put gowd hingers roun' your cage. 
And siller roun' your wa' ; 
rU gar ye shine aa fair a bird u 

Ab ony o' them a'." 
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! THE- EAKL Or MAIt 3 DAUGHTEK. 

But she had nae these words well spoke, 
Nor yet these words well said. 

Till Cow-me-doo flew frae the tower, 
And lighted on her head. 

Then she has brought this pretty bird 
Hame to her bowers and ha' ; 

And made him shine aa fair a bird 
As ony o' them a'. 

When day was gane, and niglit was come, 

About the evening tide. 
This lady spied a sprightly youth 

Stand straight up by her side. 

" From whence came ye, young man ? " i 
said, 
" That does surprise me sair; 
My door was boll«d right secure ; 
What way ha'e ye come here ? " 

" had your tongue, ye lady fiur, 
Lat a' your folly be ; 
Mind ye not on your turtle doo 
Last day ye brought wi' thee ? " 

" l«ll me mair, young man," she swd, 
" This does surprise me now ; 
Wliat country ha'e ye come frae ? 
What pedigree are you ? " 
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THE EAKL OF MAE S DAUGHTEE. 

" My mither lives on foreign islea, 

Slie is a queeu o' wealth and state, 
And birth and high degree ; 

" Likewise well skill'd in ma^c spells, 
As je may plainly see ; 
And she transform'd me to yon shape. 
To charm such m^ds as thee. 

" I am a doo the live lang day, 
A sprightly youth at night ; 
This aye gars me appear mair fair 
In a fair maiden's sight. 

" And it was but this verra day 
That I came ower the sea ; 
Your lovely face did me enchant, — 
111 live and dee wi' thee," 

" Cow-me-doo, my iuve sae true, 
Nae mair frae me ye'se gae," 

" That's never my intent, my luve, 
As ye said, it shall be sae." 

" Cow-me-doo, my luve sae true, 

It's time to gae to bed." 
" Wi' a' my heart, my dear marrow, 

It's be as ye ha'e said." 
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[ THE EAEL OF MARS DATIGHTER. 

Then he has staid in hower wi' her 
For sax lang years and ane, 

Till sax young sons fo him ahe bare, 
And the seventh she's brought hame. 

But aye as erer a child was horn, 

He carried tlicm away, 
And brought them to his mither's care, 

Ag fast as he cou'd fly. 

Thus he has staid in bower wi' her 
For twenty years and three ; 

There came a lord o' high renown 
To court this fair ladie. 

But still his proffer she refused, 

And a' his presents- too ; 
Says, " I'm content to live alane 

Wi' my bird, Cow-me-doo." 

Her father sware a solemn oath 
Amang the nobles all, 
" The morn, or ere I eat or drink, 
This bird I wiU gar kill." 

The bird was sitting in his cage. 
And heard what they did say ; 

And when he found they were dismist, 
Says, " Wa«s me for this day ! 
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THE EARL OF MAr's 

" Before that I do Isinger stay. 
And tlius to be forlorn, 
ru gang unto my mither'a bower, 
Where I was bred and bom." 

Then Cow-rae-doo took flight and flew 

Beyond the raging soa ; 
And Ughted near his mither's castle 

On a tower o' gowd sae hie. 

As his mither was wanking out, 
To see what she eoud see, 

And there she saw her httle son 
Set on the tower sae hie. 

" Get dancers here to dance," she said, 
" And minstrells for to play ; 
For here's mj young son, Florentine, 
Come here wi' me to stay," 

" Get nae dancers to dance, mither, 
Nor minstrells for to play ; 
For the mither o' my seven sons. 
The mom's her wedding-day." 

"0 tell me, tell me, Florentine, 
Tell me, and tell me true, 
Tell me this day without a flaw, 
What I will do for you." 
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76 THE EARL OF MAES DAUGHTER. 

" Instead of dancers to dance, mither, 
Or minstrells for to play, 
Turn four-anil-twenty wall-wiglit men, 
Like storks, in feathers gray j 

" My seven sons in seven swans, 
Aboon their heads to flee ; 
And I, myseU, a gay gos-hawk, 
A hird o' Wgli degree." 

Then sicHn' said the queen heraell, 

" That thing's too high for me ;" 

But she applied to an auld woman, 

Who had mair skiU than she. 

Instead o' dancers lo dance a dance, 

Or minstrells for lo play, 
Four-and-twenty wali-wight men 

Turn'd birds o' feathers gray j 

Her seven sons in seven swans, 

Aboon their heads to flee ; 
And he, himsell, a gay gos-hawk, 

A bird o' high degree. 

This fiock o' birds took flight and flew 

Beyond the raging sea ; 
And landed near tlie Earl Mar's castle. 

Took shelter in every tree. 
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THE EA-EL OF MAK S DAUGHTEE. 

They were a flock o' pretty birds, 

Eight comely to be seen ; 
The people yiew'd them wi' surprise, 

As they danc'd on the green. 

These birds ascended frae the tree, 

And hghted on the ha' ; 
And at the last wi' force did flee 

Amang the nobles a'. 

The storks tlicre seized some o' the men, 
They cou'd neither fight nor flee ; 

The swans they bound the bride's best n 
Below a green aik tree. 

They lighted next on maidens fair, 
Then on the bride's own head ; 

And wi' the twinkling o' an e'e, 
The bride and them were fled. 

There's ancient men at weddmgs been, 

For sixty years or more ; 
But sie a curious wedding-day 

They never saw before. 



For naefhing cou'd the companie 
Nor naething cou'd they say ; 

But they saw a flock o' pretty bii 
That took their bride away. 
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( THE EARL OF MAK'3 DAUGHTEE. 

TVlien that Earl Mar be came to know 
Where his doch1«r did stay. 

He sign'd a hond o' unity, 
And visits now they pay. 
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YOUNG AKIN. 

Mr. Kiiiloch printed a fragment of this ballad under 
the title of Hynde Elin. (See Appendix,) Tlie story- 
was afterwards given complete hy Bucian, (Ballads 
of Ihe North of Scotland, I 6,) aa here followi. Bu- 
cham had previonsly communicated l« Motherwell a. 
modernized version of the same tale, in which the £tin 
is changed to a Groom. (See post.) 

This ancient ballad has suffered severely in the 
course of its transmission to our limes. Slil! there 
can be no doubt that it was ori^nally the same as The 
Maid and ihe Dwarf King, which is still sung in Den- 
mark, Norway, Sweden, and the Faroe Islands. Nu- 
merous copies of the Scandinavian ballad have been 
given to the world : seven Danish versions, more or 
less complete, four Norse, nine Swedish, one Faroish, 
and some other fragments (Grundtvig, ii. S7, and note, 
p, 655). One of the Swedish ballads {Bergkonwtgen, 
Afzelius, No. 3S) ia translated in Eeightle/s Fmry 
Myikology, 103, under the title of Proud Margaret. 
Closely related ia Agnele og Havmanden, Grundtvig, 
ii. 48, 656, which is found in several forms in German 
(e. g. Die schone Hannele in Hoffmann von Fallersle- 
ben's Schlesische V^dksUeder, No. 1), and two in Slavic. 

Lady Makgaret sits in her bower door, 

Sewing at her silken seam ; 
She heard a note in Elmond's-wood, 

And wish'd she there had been. 

She loot the seam fa' frae her side, < 

And the needle to her tae ; 
And she is on to Elmond-wood 

As fast as she coud gae. 
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I) TOUNG AKIN. 

She hadna pu'd a nut, a nut, 
Nor broken a branch but ane, 

Till by it came a young hind chiel, 
Says, " Lady, lat alane. 

" why pu' ye the nut, the nut, 
Or why brake ye the tree ? 
For I am forester o' this wood : 
Te shou'd spier leave at me." 

"ITl ask leave at no living man. 
Nor yet will I at thee ; 
My father is king o'er a' this realm. 
This wood belongs to me." 

She hadna pu'd a nut, a nut. 
Nor broken a branch but three, 

Till by it came him Toung Akin, 
And gar'd her lat them be. 

The highest tree in Elmond's-wood, 
He's pu'd it by the reet ; 

Ajid he has built for her a bower 
Near by a hallow seat. 

He's built a bower, made it secure 
Wi' carbuncle and stane ; 

Tho' travellers were never sae nigh, 
Appearance it had nane. 
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He's kept her there in Elmond's-wood, 

For six lang years and one ; 
Till six pretty sons to him she bear, a 

And the seventh she's brought home. 

It fell ance upon a day, 

This guid lord went from home ; 
And he is to the hunting gaae, 

Took wi' him his eldest son. t 

And when they were on a gnid way, 

Wi' slowly pace did walk, 
The boy's heart being something wae, 

He thus began to talk ; — 

" A question I wou'd ask, father, i 

Gin ye wou'dna angry be ? " 
" Say on, say on, my bonny boy, 

Te'se nae be quarrell'd by me." 

"I see my raither's cheeks aye weet, 

I never can see them dry ; ' 

And I wonder what aileth my mither, 
To mourn continually." 

" Your mither waa a king's daughter. 
Sprung frae a high degree; 
And she might hae wed some worthy prince, i 
Had she nae been stown by me> 
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" I was her father's cup-bearer, 
Just at that fatal time ; 
I catch'd her on a misty night. 
Whan summer was in prime. 

" My luve to her was most sincere. 
Her luve was great for me ; 
But when she hardships doth endure, 
Her folly she does see." 

" ru shoot the buntin' o' the bush, 
The linnet o' the tree, 
And bring them to my dear mither, 
See if she'll merrier be." 

It fell upo' another day. 

This guid lord he thought lang. 

And he is to the hunting gane, 
Took wi' him his dog and gun. 

Wi' bow and arrow by his side, 

He's aff, single, alane ; 
And left his seven children to stay 

Wi' flieir mi tier at hame. 

" 0, 1 will tell to you, mither, 
Gin ye wadna angry be : " 

" Speai on, speak on, my little wee boy, 
Ye'se nae be quarrell'd by me." 
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TOTJNG AKIN. lea 

" As we came frae the hjnd hunting, 

We heard floe muae ring : " 
" My blessings on you, my bonny boy. 

I wish rd been there my lane." 

He's ta'en his mither by the hand, f 

His six brithers also, 
And they are on thro' Elmond's-mood, 

Aa fast as they coud go. 

They wistna weel where they were gaen, 
Wi' the stratlins o' their feet ; w 

They wistna weel where they were gaen, 
Till at her father's yat«. 

" I ha« na« money in my pocket, 
But royal rings hae three ; 
m gie them you, my little young son, «« 

And ye'll walk there for me. 

" Tell gi'e the first to the proud porter. 
And he will lat you in ; 
Ye'll ^'e the next to the butler boy. 

And he will show you ben ; loo 

9T. The regular propitiiiHoa for the "prond porter" of 
ballad poetry. See, a. g., King Arlhw and Ihe King of Oim- 
uaUl, in the Appcndis, v. i9: also the note to King Eslmere, 
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I TOtlNG AKIN. 

" Ye'll g^'e the third to the minstrel 
That playa before the king ; 
He'll play success to the bonny boy 
Came thro' the wood him lane." 

He ga'e the first to the proud porter, 
And he open'd an' let him in ; 

He ga'e tie next to the butler boy, 
And he has shown him ben ; 

He ga'e the third to the minstrel 
That pla/d before the kmg; 

And he play'd success to the bonny boy 
Came thro' the wood bun lane. 

Now when he came before the king, 
Fell low down on his knee : 

The king he turned round about, 
And the saut tear blinded his ee, 

"Win up, win up, my bonny boy, 
Gang frae my companie ; 
Ye look sae like my dear daughter, 
My heart will birst in three." 

" Tf I look like your dear daughter, 
A wonder it is none ; 
If I look like your de-or daughter, 
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TOCNG AKIN. 1 

" Will ye tell me, ye little wee boy, 
"Where may my Margaret be ? " 

" She's just now standing at your yates. 
And my six brithers her wi'." 

" where are all my porter boys 
That I pay meat and fee, 
To open my yates baith wide and braid ? 
Let her come in to me." 

When she came in before the king, 

Fell low doivn on her knee : 

" Win up, win up, my daughter dear, 

This day ye'Il dine wi me." 

"Ae bit I canno' eat, father, 
Nor ae drop can I drink, 
Till I see ray mither and sister dear, 
For lang for them I think." 

Wben she earae before the queen. 

Fell low down on her knee ; 

"Win up, win up, my daughter dear. 

This day ye'so dine wi' me." 

"Ae bit I canijo' eat, mither, 
Nor ae drop can I drink, 
Until I see my dear sister. 
For lang for her I think." 
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When that these two sisters met, 

She hail'd her courteoualie : u 

" Come beD, come ben, my sister dear, 
This day ye'ae dine wi' me." 

" Ae bit I canno' eat, sister, 
Nor ae drop can I drink, 
Until I see my dear husband, w 

For lang for him I thinli." 

" where are all my rangers bold 
That I pay meat and fee, 
To search the forest far an' wide, 

And bring AMn to me ? " ii 

Out it speaks the wee liltle boy, — 
"Na, Da, this maunna be ; 
Without ye grant a free pardon, 
I hope ye'll nae >iim see." 

" here I grant a free pardon, it 

Well seal'd by my own ban' ; 
Ye may make search for young Akin, 
As soon as ever you can." 

They search'd the country wide and braid, 
The forests far and near, i; 

And found him into Ebnond's-wood, 
Tearing his yellow hair. 
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YOOTfG AKIN. 

" Win up, win up, now young Akin, 
Win up, and boun wi' me ; 
We're messengers come from the court ; 
The king wants you to see," 

" lat Vim take frae me mj head, 
Or liang me on a tree ; 
For since Fve lost my dear hdy, 
Life's no pleasure to me." 

" Tour head will nae be touch'd, Ab'n, 
Nor hang'd upon a tree : 
Your lady's in her father's court. 
And all he wants is thee." 

When he came in before the king, 

Fell low down on his knee : 

" Win up, win up now, young Akin, 

This day ye'se dine wi' me." 

But as they were at dinner set, 
The hoy asked a boun ; 
"I wish we were in the good church, 
For to get christendoun. 

" We ha'e hved in guid green wood 

This seven years and ane ; 

But a' this time since e'er I mind, 

Was ncTer a church within." 
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" Tour asking 's nae sae great, my boy, 
But granted it shall be ; 
This day to guid church ye shall gang, 
And your mither shall gang you wi'." 

When unio the guid church she came, 

She at the door did stan' ; 
She was sae sair sunk down wi' shame, 

She coudiia come farer ben. 

Then out it speaks the parish priest. 
And a sweet smile gae he ; — 
" Come hen, come ben, my lily flower. 
Present your babes to me." 

Charles, Vincent, Sam, and Dick, 
And likewise James and John ; 

They call'd the eldest Young Akin, 
Which was his father's name. 

Then they staid in the royal court, 
And liv'd wi' mirth and glee ; 

And when her father was deceas'd, 
Heir of the crown was she. 
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YOUNG HASTINGS THE GROOM. 

(MoQierwell's Miafrtlay, p. S87.) 

" WELL love I to ride in a mist^ 
And shoot in a northern wind ; 
And far better a lady to steal, 
That 's come of a noble kind." 

Four-and-twenty fair ladies 

Put on that lady's sheen ; 
And as many young gentlemen 

Did lead her o'er the green. 

Yet she preferred before them all 

Him, young Hastings the Groom ; i 

He 's coosten a mist before them all, 
And away this lady has ta'en. 

He 's taken the lady on him behind, 

Spared neither the grass nor com, 
Till they came to the wood of Amonshaw, i 
Where again their loves were sworn. 
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And they have lived in that wood 
Full many a year and day, 

And were supported from time to time, 
By what he made of prey. 

And seven bairns, fair and fine, 
There she has horn to him, 

And never was in good church door, 
Nor never gat good kirking. 

Once she took harp into her hwid. 

And harped them asleep ; 
Then she sat down at their eouoh side, 
. And bitterly did weep. 

Said, " Seven haims have I bom now 

To my lord in the ha' ; 
I wish they were seven greedy rats, 

To run upon the wa', 
And I mysel' a great grey cat, 

To eat them ane an' a'. 

" For ten long years now I have lived 
Within this cave of stane, 
And never was at good church door. 
Nor got no good churching." 

then outspak her eldest child, 
.4nd a fine hoy was he, — 
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" hold your tongue, my mother dear ; 
I'll tell you what to dee. 

" Take you the youngest in your lap, 
The next youngest by the hand ; 
Put all the rest of U9 you before, 
As you learnt us to gang. 

" And go with us into some good kirk,— 
You say they are built of stane, — . 
And let us all be christened, 
And you get good kirking." 

She took the youngest in her lap, 
The next youngest by the hand ; 

Set all the rest of them her before, 
As she learnt them to gang. 

And she has left the wood with them, 

And to a kirk has gane ; 
Where the good priest them christened, 

And gave her good kirking. 
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CLEEE COLVILL, OR THE MERMAID. 

This ballad exemplifies a superstition deeply rooted 
in tbe belief of all the nortbem nationa, — the desire of 
the Elves and Water-spirita for the love of Christians, 
and (be danger of being exposed to their fascination. 
The object of their fatal passion is generally a bride- 
groom, or a bride, on llie eve of marriage. See, in the 
Appendix, Sir Oluf and the Elf-Kini/'s Daughter, for 
fhrdier illustratioDa ; also t^e two succeeding pieces. 

Clerk ColviU was first printed in Herd's Scottish 
Songs, (i. 31 7,) and was inserted, in an alterecf shape, 
in Lewis's Taks of Wonder, (No. 5S.) 

Cleek CoiviLi. and his lusty dame 
Were walking in Ite garden green ; 

The belt around her stately waist 
Cost Clerk Coivill of poTinds fifteen. 

" O promise me now, Clerk Coivill, ■ 

Or it will cost ye muckle strife, 
Bide never by the wells of Slane, 
If ye wad live and brook your life." 
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CLERK COLTILL, OR THE MEBMArD. 193 

" Kow speak nae mair, my lusty dame, 

Now speak nae mair of that to me : u 

Did I ne'er see a fair woman, 

But I wad sin with her fair body ? " 

He's ta'en leave o' his gay lady, 
Nought minding wliat his lady said, 

^d he's rode by the wells of Slane, u 

Where washing was a bonny maid. 

" Wash on, wash on, my bonny maid. 

That wash sae clean your sark of silk ; " 

" And weel fa' you, fair gentleman, 

Your body's whiter than the milk." ao 



Then loud, loud cry'd the Clerk Colvill, 
" my lead it pains me sair ; " 
" Then take, then take," the maiden said, 
" And frae my sark you'll cut a gare." 

Then she's gi'ed him a little bane-knife. 
And frae her sark he cut a share ; 

She's ty'd it round his whey-white fece. 
But ay his head it aked mair. 

Then louder cry'd the Clerk Colvill, 
" sairer, sairer akes my head ; " 
** And sairer, sairer ever will," 

The maiden crys, " till you be dead." 
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Out then he drew his shining blade, 
Thinkiog to stick her where she stood ; 

But she was vanish'd to a fish, 
And swam far off, a fair mermaid, 

" mother, motlier, hraid my hair ; 
My lusty lady, maie my hed ; 
O brother, take my sword and spear, 
For I have seen the false mermaid." 
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LADY ISABEL AND THE BLF-IiSIGHT. 



The hero of the first of the two following ballads 
would seem to be an Elf, that of the eeuond a Nix, or 
Merman, though the punishment awarded lo each of 
them in the catastrophe, as the ballads now esist, ia not 
consistent with their supernatural character. It is pos- 
nble that in both instances two independent stones 
have beon blended : bat it is curious that the same 
intermixture should occur in Norse and German also. 
See Grandtvig's preface to Noekkens Svig, ii. p. 57. 
The conclusion in all these cases is deriyed from a 
ballad resembling May Colvin, vol. ii. p. 272. 

We have had (ho Elf-Knight introduced under the 
same circumstances at p^ 128 ; indeed, the first 
three or four stanzas are common to both pieces. 

Fair lady Isabel aits in her bower sewing, 

Ai/e as the gowans grow gay ; 
There she heard an elf-knight blawmg his horn, 

Tkejirst morning in May. 
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19G LAPY ISAEEl. AND TUE ELP-KNIGHT. 

" If I liad yon horn that I hear blawing," i 

Aye as the gowans grow gay ; 
" And yon elf-knight to sleep in my bosom," 

The first morning in May. 

This maiden had scarcely these words spoken, 
Aye as the gowans grow gay ; m 

Till in at her window the elf-knight has luppen, 
I%e first morning in May. 

" Its a very strange matter, fair maiden," said he, 

Aye as ike gowans grow gay, 
"1 canna' blaw my horn, but ye call on me," ii 

The first morning in May. 

"But will ye go to yon greenwood side," 

Aye as the gowans grow gay ? 
"If ye canna' gang, I will cause you to ride," 

The first morning in May. m 

He leapt on a horse, and she on another. 

Aye as the gowans grow gay ; 
And they rode oa to the greenwood together, 

7^ first morning in May. 

" Light down, light down, lady Isabel," said he, a 

Aye as the gowans grow gay ; 
" We are come to the place whei'c ye are to die," 

The first morning in May. 
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" Ha'e mercy, ha'e jnerey, kind sir, on me," 
Aye as the gowtms grow gay; » 

" Till ance my dear father and mother I see," 
Thejir&t morning in May. 

" Seven king's-daughters here hae I slain," 

Aye as the gowans grow gay ; 
" And je shall he the eight o' them," » 

Thejirst morning in May. 

" sit down a while, lay your head on my knee," 

Age as the gowans grow gay ; 
" That we may hae some rest before that I die," 

The first morning in May. •> 

She stroak'd him sae fast, the nearer he did creep, 

Age as the gowans grow gay ; 
Wi' a sma' charm she lull'd him fast asleep. 

The first morning in May. 

Wi' his ain sword belt sae fast as she ban' him, « 

Aye as the govrans grow gay ; 
With his ain dag-durk sae sair aa she dang him, 

2Xe first morning in May. 

'' If seven kings' daughters here ye ha'e slmn," 
Aye as the gowans grow gay, m 

" Lye ye here, a husband to them a'," 
The first morning in May. 
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THE "WATER O' WEARIE'S WELL. 



Feom Buchan's BaUads of the Norih of Scotland, 
u, 201. Repeated in Scottish Traditional Versions of 
Ancient BaUadx, Percy Society, xvii. 63. 

The three ballads which follow, (liverse as they may 
now appear, after undergoing successive corruptions, 
were primarily of the same type. In the first (which 
may be a compound of two ballads, Lko the preceding, 
the conclusion being taken from a story of the charac- 
ter of Mag Colvin in the next volume) the Merman or 
1^ may be easily recognized ; in the second he is 
metamorphosed into the Devil; and in the third, into 
a ghost. Full details upon the corresponding Scan- 
dinavian, German, and Slavic legends, are given by 
Grundtvig, in the preface to Noelckens Svig, Danmarlcs 
O. Folkeviser, ii. 57 : translated by Jamieson, i. 210, 
and by Monk Lewis, Tales of Wonder, No. 11. 

There came a bird out o' a bush, 

On water for to dine ; 
And sighing gair, says the king's daughter, 

" waea this heart o' mine I " 



He's taen a harp into Hs hand, 
He's harped them all asleep 

Except it was the king's 
Wh,o a« wink eou'dna get. 
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He's luppen on his berry-bi'own steed, 
Taen her on behind liimsel! ; 

Then baith rade down to that water, 
That they ea' "Wearie's well. 

" Wide in, wide in, my lady fair, 
Nae harm shall thee befall ; 

Aft times hae I water'd my steed, 
Wi' the water o' Wearie'a welL" 

The first step that she stepped in, 

She stepped to the tnee ; 
And sighing sair, says this lady fair, 

" This water's nae for me." 

" Wide in, wide in, my lady fair, 
Nae harm shall thee befall ; 

Aft times hae I water'd my steed, 
Wi' the water o' Wearie'a well." 

The next step that she stepped in. 
She stepped to the middle ; 

And sighing, says, this lady fair, 
" I've wat niy gowden girdle." 

" Wide in, wide in, my lady far, 
Nae harm stall thee befall ; 

Aft limes hae I water'd my steed, 
Wi' the water o' Wearie's well." 
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The niest step that she stepped in, 

She stepped to the chin ; 
And sighing, says, this lady fair, « 

" They ahou'd gar twa loves twine." 

"Seven king's-daughters I've drown'd there, 
In the water o' Wearie's well ; 
And ru make you the eight o' them, 
And ring tl 



" Sin' I am standing here," she says, 

" This dowie deatli to die ; 
Ae kiss o' your comely mouth 

I'm sure wou'd comfort me," 

He louted him ower his saddle bow, « 

To kiss her cheek and chin ; 
She's taen him in her arms twa, 

And thrown him headlang in. 

" Sin' seven king's daughters ye've drown'd 

In the water o' Wearie's well, « 

TE make you bridegroom to them a'. 
An' ring the beU mysell." 

And aye she warsled, and aye she swam. 

Till she swam to dry land ; 
Then thanked God most cheerfully, a 

The dangers she'd ower came. 
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THE DJIMON LOTEE. 



Ttis ballad was communicated to Sir Walter Scott, 
{Mnstrelsy, iii. 195,) by Mr. William Laidlaw, wlio 
took it down from recitation. A fragment of the same 
legend, recoTered by MotlicrwtJI, is given in the Ap- 
pendix to this volume, and another veriion, m which 
the hero is not a dtemon, but the ghost of an mjured 
lover, is placed directly after the present 

The Devil (Auld Mck) here takea the plice of the 
Merman (Nix) of the ancient ballad See p 19& and 
the same natural substitution noted in K. u. H. — 
MUrchen, 3d ed. iii. 253. 



«0 

"OI'i 



' WHERE have yoTi been, my long, long love, 
This long seven years and more ? " — 

' I'm come to seek my former vows 
Ye granted me before." — 



" hold your tongue of your former vows, 
For they will breed sad strife ; 
O hold your tongae of your former vows, 
For I am become a wife." 

He tum'd him right and round about, 
And tlie fear blinded his ee ; 
" I wad never hae trodden on Irish ground. 
If it had not been for thee. 
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" I might hae had a king's daughter, 
Far, far beyond the sea ; 
I might have liad a lying's daughter, 
Had it not been for love o' thee."— 



" If ye might have had a Iting's < 
Yer sell ye had to blame ; 
Te might have taken the king's daughter. 
For ye kend that I was nane." — 

" O faulse are the vows of womankind. 
But fair is their faulse bodje ; 
I never wad hae trodden on Irish ground, 
Had it not been for love o' thee." — 



" If I was to leave my husband 

And my two babes also, 

what have you to take i — * 

If with you I should go 



.?"— 



" I hae seven ships upon the sea, 
The eighth brought me to land ; 
With foor-and-twenty bold mariners, 
And music on every hand," 

She has taken up her two little babea, 
Eiss'd Ihem baith cheek and chin ; 
" O fair ye weel, my ain two babes. 
For I'll never see you again." 



iiM=^i>,Googlc 



THE D^MON LOVER. 203 

She set her foot upon the ship, 

No mariners could she hehold ; 
But the sdls were o' the taffetie, 

And the masts o' the beaten gold. « 

She had not sail'd a league, a league, 

A league but barely three. 
When dismal grew his countenance, 

And drumlie grew his ee. 

The masts that were like the beaten gold, a 

Bent not on the heaving seas; 
But tte sails, that were o' the taffetie, 

Fill'd not in the east land breeze. — 

They had not s^led a league, a league, 

A league but barely three, a 

Until she espied his cloven foot, 
And she wept right bitterlie. 

" hold your tongue of your weeping," says he, 
" Of your weeping now let me be ; 
I will show you how the lilies grow u 

On the banks of Italy." — 

" what hills are yon, yon pleasant hills, 

That the sun shines sweetly on ? " — 

" yon are the hiils of heaven," he said, 

" ^Vbere you will never win," — « 
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" O whafen a mountain is jon," she said, 
" AJl so dreary wi' frost and snow ? " — 

" O yon is the mountain of hell," he cried, 
" Where you and I will go." 

And aye when she tum'd her round about, « 

Aye taller he seem'd for to be ; 
Until that the tops o' that gallant ship 

Nae taller were than he. 

The clouds grew daik, and the wind grew loud, 
And the levin fill'd her ee ; ro 

And waesome wail'd the snaw-white sprites 
Upon the guriie sea. 

He strack the tap-mast wl' his hand. 

The fore-mast wi' his knee ; 
And he brake tliat gallant ship in twain, » 

And sank her in the sea. 
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JAMES HERRIES. 

From Jiaeh3ii'a Bailout of &e North 0/ Scollrmd, (i, 214.) 

(See the preface to the last ballad but one.) 

" ARE ye my faflier, or are ye my mother ? 
Or are ye my brother John ? 
Or are ye James Herries, my first true love, 
Come back to Scotland again ? " 

"I am not your father, I am not your mother, a 
Nor am I your brother John ; 
But Tm James Herries, your first true love, 
Come back to Scotland again." 

" Awa', awa', ye former lovers, 

Had far awa' frae me ; le 

For now I am anotlier man's wife, 
Ye'll ne'er see joy o' me." 

" Had I kent that ere I came here, 
I ne'er had come to thee ; 
For I might hae married the king's' daughter, h 
Sae fajn she wou'd had me. 
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" I despised the crown o' gold, 
The jeUow silk also j 
And 1 am come lo my true love, 
But with, me shell not go," 

"My husband he is a carpenter, 
Makes his bread on dry land, 
And I hae bom Iiim a young son, — 
"Wi' you I will not gang." 

" You must forsake your dear husband, 
Tour little young son also, 
Wi' me to sail the raging seas, 

Where the stormy winds do blow." 

" what hae you to keep me wi'. 

If I should with you go ? 

If rd forsake my dear husband, 

My little young son also ? " 

" See ye not yon seven pretty ships, 
The eighth brought me to land ; 
With merchandize and mariners, 
And wealth in every hand? " 

yhe tum'd her round upon tiie shore. 
Her love's ships to behold ; 

Their topmasts and their mainyards 
Were cover'd o'er wi' gold. 
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Then she's gane to her httle young boh, 
And kiss'd him cheek and chin ; 

Sae has she to her sleeping husband, 
And dune the same to him. 

"0 sleep ye, wake ye, my husband, 
I wish ye wake in time ; 
I woudna for ten thousand pounds. 
This night ye knew my mind." 



She's drawn the slippers on her feet, 
"Were cover'd o'er wi' gold ; 

Well hned within wi' velvet fine, 
To had her frae the cold. 

She badna s^Ied upon the sea 

A league but harely three, 
Till she minded on her dear husband, 

Her httle young son tee. 

" gin I were at land again, 
At land where I wou'd be. 
The woman ne'er shou'd bear the son, 
Shou'd gar me sail the sea." 

" hold your tongue, my sprightly flower. 
Let a' your mourning be ; ■ 
ril show you bow the lilies grow 
On the banks o' Ittdy." 
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A day but barely ane, 
Till the thoughts o' grief came in her miad, 
And she lang'd for to he hame. 

« gentle death, come cut my breath, 

I may be dead ere morn ; w 

I may be buried in Scottish ground. 
Where I was bred and horn." 

" hold your tongue, my lily ieeaome thing. 
Let a' your mourning be ; 
But for a while we'll stay at Rose Isle, w 
Then see a far countrie. 

'" Ye'se ne'er he buried in Scottish ground, 
Nor land ye's nae mair see ; 
I brought you away to punish you, 

For the breaking your vows to me. » 

" I said ye shou'd see the lilies grow 
On the banks o' Italy ; 
But ni let you see the fishes swim, 
In the bottom o' the sea." 

He reached his hand to the topmast, *> 

Made a' the sails gae down ; 
And in the twinkling o' an e'e, 

Baith ship and crew did drown. 
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The fatal flight o' this wretched m^d 

Did reach her aiii countrie ; » 

Her husband then distracted ran, 
And fMs lament made he ; — 

" wae be to the ship, the ship. 
And wae be to the sea, 
And wae be to the manDers, » 

Took Jeanie Douglas frae me I 

" bonny, bonny was my love, 
A pleasure to behold ; 
The very hair o' my lore's head 

Was like the threads o' gold. «*> 

" bonny was her cheek, her cheek, 
And bonny was her chin ; 
And bonny was the bride she was, 
The day she was made mine!" 

•*« Th6 following stanias from a version of thia balUd 
printed at Philadelpiiia (and called The Souit Carpenteri 
am given in Graham's IlluatraUd Magaaae, Sept. I86S. 
"I might have marriadthe king's danghter dear;" 

** You might have married her," cried she, 
" For 1 am married to a House Carpeater, 
And a fine young man is he." 

" Oh dry up your tears, my own true lore, 

And cease your weeping," cried ha; 
" For BOOQ you'll see your own happy homo, 

On the banks of old T 



iiM=^i>,Googlc 



THE KNIGHT'S GHOST. 

From Buchan'i BaOadu of Hui North of Scoliimd, (i. 22T.) 

"There is a fashion in this land, 
And even come to this country. 
That every lady should meet her lord, 
When he is newly come frae sea : 

" Some wi' hawks, and some wi' hounda, » 

And other some wi' gay mouie ; 
But I wiU gae myself alone. 

And set his young son on his knee." 

She's ta'en her young son in her arms, 

And nimbly walk'd hy yon sea strand ; le 

And there she spyd her father's ship, 
As she was sailing fo dry land. 

" Where hae ye put my ain gude lord. 
This day he stays sae far frae me ? " 

" If je he wanting your ain gude lord, u 

A sight o' him yell never see." 
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THE KNIGHTS GHOST. ^1] 

"Was he brunt, or was he shot? 
Or was he drowned in the sea ? 
Or what's become o' my ^n gude lord, 

That he wiU ne'er appear to me ? " a 

" He wasna brunt, nor was he shot, 
Nor was he drowned in the sea; 
He waa slain in Dumfermling, 
A fatal day to you and me." 

" Come in, come in, my merry young men, a 
Come in and drink the wine wi' me ; 
And a' the better ye shall fare. 
For this gude news ye tell to me." 

She's brought them down to yon cellar, 

She brought them fifty steps and three ; a 

She birled wi' them the beer and wine, 
Tin they were as drunk as drunk could be. 

Then she has lock'd her cellar door, 
For there were fifty steps and three ; 
" Lie there wi' my sad malison, » 

For this bad news ye've tauld to me," 

She's ta'ea the keys intill her hand. 

And threw them deep, deep in the sea ; 
" Lie there wi' my sad malison. 

Till my gude lord return to me," * 
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Then she sat down in her own room, 
And sorrow luU'd her fast asleep; 

And up it starts her own gude lord, 
And even at that lady's feet. 

"Take here the keys, Janet," he saya, 
" That ye threw deep, deep in the sea j 
And ye'U relieve my merry young men, 
For they've nane o' tie swick o' me. 

" Tbey shot the shot, and drew the stroke, 
And wad in red bluid to the knee ; 
Na« sailors mair for their lord coud do, 
Nor my young men they did for me." 

" I hae a question at you to ask, 
Before that ye depart frae me ; 
You'll tell to me what day I'll die, 
And what day wili my burial be ? " 

"I hae nae msdro' God's power 
Than he has granted unto me ; 
But come to heaven when ye will, 
There porter to you I will be. 

" But ye'll be wed to a finer knight 
Than ever was in my degree ; 
Unto him ye'll hae children nine, 
And sis o' them will be ladies free. 
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" The other three will be bold young men, 
To figbt for king and countrie ; 

The ane a duke, tbe second a knight. 
And third a liurd o' lands aae free." 



THE WIFE OF USHER'S WELL. 

Minstrelss of the Scutlish Border, iii. 268, 

That the repose of the dead is disturbed by the im- 
moderate grief of those (hey have left behind them, ia 
a belief whieh finds frequent expression in popular 
ballads. Obstinate sorrow rouses them from tbeix 
grateful slumber ; every tear that is shed for them 
wets their shroud ; they can get no rest, and are com- 
pelled to revisit the world they would fain forget, to 
rebuke and forbid the mourning iLat destroys their 

" Ice-cold and bloody, a lead- weight of sorrow, falls on my 

Bays tlie ghost of Helgi in the Edda to his lamenting 
wife (Helgak. Hundlngsb. II.) The same idea is fonnd 
in the German ballad, Der Vortnirth, Erk's Liederhort, 
No. 46, 46 a, and in various tales, as Das Todtenhemd- 
cften, (K. u. H. Marchen, No. 109, and note), etc. In 
like manner Sir Aage, in a well-known Danish ballad 
(Grundtvig, Na 90), and the corresponding Sorgeni 
Migl, Svenska F. V., No. 6, 
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" Every time thou weepest for me, 
Thy heart makest 6iu3, 
Then all within, ray coffin stands full 
Of clotted blood." 

Rarely is the silence of the grave broken for pur- 
poses of consolation. Yet some cases thoro are, as in 
a Litliiianian ballad cited by Wacltemagel, Alld, Blai- 
ter, i. 176, and e. Spanish ballad noticed by Talvj, 
Versuck, p. 141. The present ballad seems (o belong 
to the latter elasa rather than the former, but it is so 
imperfect that ifa true character cannot be determined. 

Chambers maintains, ive think erroneously, that this 
ballad is a fragment of The Clerk's Twa Sons o' Oa>- 
settford. See the second volume of this collection, 
pE^e 63. 

Theke lived a wife at Usher's Well, 

And a wealthy wife was she, 
She had three stout and stalwart sous. 

And sent them o'er the sea.' 



They hadna been a week from her, 

A week but barely ane, 
When word came to the carline wife, 

That her three sons were gaae. 

They hadna been a week froai her, 

A week but barely three, 
When word came to the carOne wife, 

Tkat her sons she'd never see. 
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"I wish the wind may never cease, 
Nor fishes in the flood, 
Till my three sons come hame to me, 
In earthly flesh and blood." — 

It fell about the Martinmas, 

"When nighfs are lang and mirk, 

The carline wife's three sons came hame. 
And their hats were o' the birk. 

It neither grew in syke nor ditch, 

Nor yet in ony sheugh ; 
But at the gates o' Paradise, 

That hirk grew fair eneugh. 



"Blowup the fire, my m^deas ! 
Bring water from the well ! 
For a' my house shall feast this night, 
Since my three sons are welL" — 

And she has made to them a bed. 
She's made it large and wide ; 

And she's ta'en her mantle her about, 
Sat down at the bed-side. 

14, Should we not read, for Jislit^ here, fa^: 
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• • • ■ • 

TJp then crew the red red cock, 

And up and crew the gray ; 

The eldest to the youngest said, 

" 'Tis time we were away." — 

The cock he hadna craw'd hut once, 

And clapp'd his wings at a', 
Wham the youngest to the eldest said, 
"Brodier, we must awa. — 

"The cock doth craw, the day doth daw. 
The channerin' worm doth chide ; 
Gin we he mist out o' our place, 
A B£ur pain we maun bide. 

" Fare ye weel, my mother dear ! 
Fareweel to bam and byre ! 
And fare ye weel, the bonny lass, 
That kindles my mother's fire." 
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THE SUFFOLK MIRACLE : 

Or, a relation of a young man, who, a month after hi» 
death, appeared to Ms sweelhearl, and carried her on 
harseiack behind Mm for forty miles in two hours, 
and was never seen after hit m his grave. 

Feom^ Collection of cm Ballads,\.'iG6. loMoore's 
Pictorial Book of Ancient Ballad Poetry (p. 463) is a 
copy from a broadside in the Eoxburjihe collectioii. 

The Suffolk Miracle has an external resemblance to 
several noble ballads, but the likeness does not extend 
below the surface. It is possible that ya have here 
the residuum of an old poem, from which all the 
beauty and spirit have been exhaled in the course of 
tradition ; but as the ballad now exists, it is a vulgar 
ghoststory, without any motive. Regarding the exter- 
nal form alone, we may place by its ade the Breton 
b^lad, Le Frere de Lail, in Villemarque's Chants Pop- 
vlaires de la Brelagne, vol. i. No. 22 (translated by 
Miss Costello, Quart. Review, vol. 68, p. 75), the Ro- 
maic ballad of Constaniine and Arele, in Fauriel's 
Chants Papvlaires de la Grlce Moderjie, p. 406 (see 
Appendix), and the Servian ballad (related to the 
Romaic, and perhaps derived from it), Jelitza and her 
Brothers, Talvj, Vvlkslieder der Serhen,\. 160, trans- 
lated ioBowring's Servian Popular Poetry, p.45, all of 
them among the most beautiful specimens in (his kind 
of literature ; and also Burger's Lenore. It has been 
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OQce or twice moat absurdly su^ested that Lenore 
owed its existence to tiiis Suffolk Miracle. The differ 
ence, indeed, is not greater tlian between a " Chronicle 
History " and Macbeth ; it is however certain that Biir- 
ger'a ballad ia all hia own, except the hint of the 
ghostly horseman and one or two phrftses, which he 
took from the description of a Low German ballad. 
The editors of the Wunderhorn claim to give this bal- 
lad, vol. ii. p. 19. An equivalent prose tradition is 
well known in Germany. Most of the ballads relat- 
ing to the retra-n of departed spirits are brought to- 
gether in an excellent article by Waokemagel in tlio 
AUdeutsche BtaUer, i. 174. 

A WONDER stranger ne'er was known 
Than what I now shall treat upon. 
In Suffolk there did iat«ly dwell 
A farmer rich and known full welL 

He had a daughter fair and bright, a 

On whom he placed his chief delight ; 
Her beauty was beyond compare, 
She was both virtuous and fair. 

There was a young man living by. 

Who was so charmed with her eye, » 

That he could never be at rest ; 

He was by love so much possest, 

He made address to her, and she 

Did grant him love immediately ; 

But when her father came to hear, u 

He parted her and ber poor dear. 
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Forty miles distaDt was she sent. 
Unto his brotlier's, with, intent 
That sho should there so long remain, 
Till she had changed her mind again. 

Hereat this young man sadly grieved, 
But knew not how to be relieved ; 
He sighed and sobbed continually 
Tha.t his true love he could not see. 

She by no means could to him send, 
Who was her heart's espoused friend ; 
He sighed, he grieved, but all in vain, 
For she confined must still remain. 

He mourned so much, that doctor's art 
Could give no ease unto his heart, 
Who was so strangely terrified, 
That in short time for love he died. 

She that from him was sent away 
Knew nothing of his dying day. 
But constant still she did remain, 
Aad loved the dead, although in vain. 

After he had in grave been laid 
A month or more, unto this maid 
He came in middle of the night, 
Who joyed to see her heart's delight. 
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Her father's horse, which well she knew, 
Her mother's hood and safe-guard too, 
He brought with him to testify 
Her parents order he came by. 

Which when her uncle understood, 
He hoped it would be for her good, 
And gave consent to her straightway, 
That with him she should come away. 

When she was got her love behind, 
They passed aa swift as any wind, 
That in two hours, or little more. 
He brought her to her father's door, 

But as they did this great haste make. 
He did complain his head did ake ; 
Her handkerchief she then took out, 
And tied the same his head about. 

And unto him she thus did say : 
" Thou art as cold as any clay ; 
When we come hom.e a fire well have ; " 
But Utile dreamed he went to grave. 

Soon were they at her father's door. 
And after she ne'er saw him more ; 
" rU set the horse up," then he smd, 
And there he left this harmless maid. 
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Sbe knocked, and straight a man he cried, ei 
" Who's there ? " " 'Tis I," she then replied ; 
Who wondred much her voice to heap, 
And was possessed with di'ead and fear. 

Her father he did tell, and then 
He stared like an affrighted man : t 

Down stairs he ran, and when he see her. 
Cried out, "My child, how cam'st thou here?" 

" Pray, sir, did you not send for me," 

By such a messenger? said she : 

Which made his hair stare on his head, 7i 

As knowing well that he was dead. 

" Where is he ? " then to her he said ; 

" He's in the stable," quoth the maid. 

" Go in," said he, " and go to bed ; 

"Pll see the horse well httered." a 

He stared about, and there could he 
No shape of any mankind see. 
But found his horse all on a sweat ; 
Which made him in a deadly fret. 

His daughter he said nothing to, a 

Nor none else, (though full well they knew 
That he was dead a month before,) 
For fear of grieving her full sore. 
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Her father to the father went 
Of the deceased, with fiall intent 
To tell him what his daughter said; 
So both came back unto this maid. 

They ask'd her, and she still did say 
"Twas he that then brought her away ; 
Which when they heard they were amazed, 
And on each other strangely gazed. 

A handkerchief she said she tied 
About his head, and that they tried; 
The sexton they did speak unto, 
That he the grave would then undo. 

Afii-ighted then they did behold 

His body turning into mould, 

And though he had a month been dead. 

This handkerchief was about bis head. 

This thing unto her then they told. 
And the whole truth they did unfold ; 
She was thereat so terrified 
And grieved, that she quickly died. 

Part not true love, you rich men, then ; 
But, if they be right honest men 
Tour daughters love, give them their way, 
For force oft breeds their lives decay. 
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From Motherwell's aflnsfa-e&ff, p. 124. 



Thib fragment, Motherwell tells us, 
eated to him by an ingenious friend, who remembered 
having heard it sung in !iis youth. He does not vouch 
for its antiquity, and we hare little or no hesitation in 
pronouncing it a modern compositjon. 



Whan he cam to his ain luve's bouir, 

He tirled at (he pin, 
And sae ready was his fair fause luve 

To rise and let him in. 

" O welcome, welcoiue, Sir Eoland," she says, 

" Thrice welcome thou art to me ; a 

For this night thou wilt feast ia my secret 

And to-morrow we'll wedded he." 
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" Tiiis night is hallow-eve," he said, 

" And to-morrow is hallow-day ; lO 

And I dreamed a drearie dream yestreen, 
That has made my heart fii' wae. 

" I dreamed a drearie dream yestreea, 
And 1 winh it may cum to gude ; 

I dreamed that ye slew my best grew 
hound, u 

And gied lae Ms lappered blude," 



" Unbuckle your belt, Sir Eoland," she said, 

"And set you safely down," 
" O your chamber is very dark, fair maid, 

And the night is wondrous lown." « 

" Yes, dark, dark is my secret bowir, 
And lown the midnight may be; 

For there is none waking in a' this tower. 
But thou, my true love, and me." 



She has mounted on her true love's steed. 
By the ae light o' the moon ; 

She has whipped him and spurred him. 
And roundly she rade frae the toun. 
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She hadna ridden a mile o' gate, 

Never a mile but ane, an 

Whan she was aware of a tall young man, 

Slow riding o'er the plain. 

She turned her to the right about, 

Then to the left tum'd she ; 
But aye, 'tween her and the wan moonliglil, ss 

That tall knight did she see. 

And he was riding burd alane. 

On a horse as black as jet ; 
But tho' she followed him. fast and fell, 

No nearer could she get. « 

" stop ! stop ! young man," she said, 

" For I in dnle am dight ; 
stop, and win a fair lady's luve. 

If yoa be a leal true knight." 

But nothing did the tall knight say, « 

And nothing did he blin ; 
Still slowly rode he on before, 

And fast she rado behind. 

She whipped her steed, she spurred her st«ed, 
Till his breast was all a foam ; « 

But nearer unto that tall young knight, 
By Our Ladye, she could not come. 
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" if you be a, gay young knigit, 

Aa well I trow yoii be, 
Pull tight your bridle reins, and sfay 

Till I come up to thee." 

But nothing did that tall knight say. 

And no whit did he blin, 
Until he reached a broad river's side, 

And there he drew his mn. 

" is this water deep," he said, 

" As it is wondrous dun ? 
Or it is sic as a saikless maid 

And a leal true knight may swim ? " 

" The water it is deep," she said, 

" As it is wondrous dun ; 
But it is sic as a saikless maid 

And a leal true knight may swim." 

The knight spurred on his tall black steed, 
The lady spurred on her brown ; 

And fast tiey rade unto the flood. 
And fast they baith swam down. 

" The water weefs my tae," she said, 
" The water weets my knee ; 

And hold up my bridle reins, sir knight, 
For the sake of Our Ladye." 
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" If I would help thee now," lie said, 

" It were a deadly sin ; 
For I've sworn neir to trust a fair may's woriJ, 

Till the water weets her chin." sa 

" tlie wafer weets my waist," she said, 

" Sae does it weet my skin ; 
And my aching heart rins round about. 

The born mats sic a din. 

" The water is waxing deeper still, s> 

Sae does it wax mair wide ; 
And aye the farther that we ride on, 

Farther off is the other side. 

" help me now, fhou false, false knight, 
Have pity on my youth ; » 

For now the water jawes owre my head. 
And it gurgles in my mouth." 

The knight turned right and round about, 

All in the middle stream. 
And he stretched out his head to that lady, » 

But loudly she did scream. 

" this is hallow-morn," he said, 

" And it is your bridal day ; 
But sad would be that gay weddmg. 

If bridegroom and bride were away. ira 
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'■ And ride on, ride on, proud Margaret ! 

Till the water comes o'er your bree ; 
For the bride maun ride deep, and deeper yet, 

Wha ridea this ford v/i' me. 



" Turn round, turn round, proud Margaret ! 

Turn ye round, and look on me ; loa 

Tbou hast killed a true knight under trust. 

And bis ghost now links on with thee." 
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) from the celebrated Percy MS. in Mad- 
den's Sjr Gawayne, p. 275. The editor has added the 
following note. 

" It has no title, and the first line has been cut away 
by (he ignorant binder to whom the volume was in- 
traBted,but both are supplied from the notice given 
of the ballad in the Dissertation prefixed to vol. iii. of 
the Meliques, p. sxxvii. Dr. Percy has added in the 
mai^in of the MS. these vrords; " To the best of my 
remembrance, this was the first line, before the binder 
cut it." The poem is very imperfect, owing to the 
leaves having been half torn away to light fires (I) as 
the Bishop tells us, but I am bound to add, previous 
to its coming into his possession. The story is so sin- 
gular, that it is to be hoped an earlier and complete 
copy of it may yet be recovered. On no account per- 
haps is it more remarkable, than the feet of its close 
imitation of the famous gabs made by Charlemagne 
and his companions at the court of King Hugon, which 
are first met with in a romance of the twelfth century, 
pubJished by M. Michel from a MS, in the British Mu- 
seum, 12mo., London, 1836, and transferred at a later 
period to the prose romance of Galien Relhori, printed 
by Yerard, fol., ISOO, and olten afterwards. In the 
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absence of other eTidenoe, it is fo be presumed that 
the author of the ballad borrowed from the printed 
work, substituting Arthur for Charlemagne, Gamayne 
for Oliver, Tristram for Roland, etc., and embellishing 
lus story by converting King Hugon'a spy into a " lodly 
feend," by whose agency the gabs are accomplished. 
It is iurther worthy of notice, that the writer seems to 
regard Arthur as the sovereign of Little Britwn, and 
alludes to an intrigue between the King of Cornwall 
and Queen Guenever, which is nowhere, as far aa 
I recollect, hinfed at in the romances of the Round 
Table." 



" Comb here my cozen, GaWiun, so gay; 

My sisters sonne be yee ; 

For you shall see one of the forest Round Tables, 

That ever you see with your eye." 

Then bespate [the] Lady Queen Guenever, i 

And these were the words said shee ; 
" I know where a Round Table is, thou noble king. 
Is worth thy Round Table and other such three, 

" The trestle that stands under this Round Table," 

" Lowe dowae to the mould, lo 

It is worth thy Round Table, thou worthy king. 
Thy halls, and all thy gold. 

" The place where this Round Table stands in. 
It is worth thy castle, thy gold, thy fee ; 
And all good Litle Britaine," — ■ u 

" Where may that table be, lady ? " quoth hee, 
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" Or where may all t!iat goodly building be ? " 
"You shall it seeke ," shee sayd, " iiil you it find, 
For you shall never gett more of me." 

Then bespate him noble King Arthur, a> 

These were the words said hee ; 
" Ho make mine avon to God, 
"And alsoe to the Trinity, 

" He never sleeps one night, there aa I doe another. 
Till that EoTind Table I see ; 21 

Sir MarramJles and Sir Tristeram, 
Fellowes that ye shall bee. 

" Weele be clad in palmers weede. 

Five palmers we will bee; 

'.rhere is noe outlandish man will us abide, w 

Nor will us come nye," 

Then they rived east and they rived west. 

In many a atrange country. 

Then they travelled a litle further, 

They saw a battle new sett \ si 

" Now, by my faith," sales noble King Arthur, 

{Hatfapage is i-ere torn aiiiaj,] 

But when he came that castle to, 

And to the palace gate, 

Soe ready was ther a proud porter. 

And met him soone tlierat « 
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Shooes of gold tbc porler had ou, 
And all his other rayment was unto the same; 
" Now, by my faith," saies noble King Arthur, 
" Tender is a minion awaine." 

Then bespake noble King Arthur, « 

These were the words says hee ; 
" Come hither, thou proud porter, 
I pray tbee come hither to me. 

" I have two poor rings of my finger, 
The better of them He give to tliee ; m 

[To] tell who may be lord of this caade," he saies, 
" Or who is lord in this cunfry ? " 

" Comewall King," the porter sayes, 

" There is none soe rich as hee ; 

Keither in Christendome, nor yet in heathennest, « 

None hath aoe much gold aa he." 

And then bespake him noble King Arthur, 

Theae were the words sayea hee : 

" I have two poore rings of my finger. 

The better of them Ee give thee, « 

If thou wilt greets him well, Comewall King, 

And greets Tiim well from me. 

" Fray him for one nighls lodging, and two meales 

meate. 
For his love that dyed uppon a tree ; 
A bue ghesting, and two meales meate, og 

For his love that dyed uppon a tree. 

MS. 60, They better. 66, buc, aic. 
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" A bue ghestiog, and two meales meate, 

For his love that was of Tirgm borne, 

And in the morning that we may aeape away, 

Either without scath or aeorne." TO 

Then forth is gone this proud porter, 
Aa fast as he cold hye ; 
And when he came tefor Comewall King, 
He kaeeled downe on hts knee. 

Sayes, " I have beene porter, roan, at thy gate, n 

\_Halfapage is wanting.'] 

our Lady was borne, 

Then thought Comewall King these palmers had 
beene in Britt. 

Then bespate him Comewall King, 

These were the words he said there : 

" Did you ever know a tomely King, w 

His name was King Artbur ? " 

And then bespake him noble King Arthur, 

These were the words said hee : 

" I doe not know that comly King, 

But once my selfe 1 did him see." w 

Then bespake Cornwall King againe. 

These were the words said be. 
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Sayes, " Seveii yeere I was clad and fed, 

In Litle Britlaine, in a bower ; 

I had a daughter by King Arthurs wife, 

It now is called mj' flower ; 

For King Arthur, that kindly cockward, 

Hath none such ia his bower. 

" For I durst sweare, and save my othe, 

That same lady soe bright. 

That a man that were laid on his death-bed 

Wold open his eyes on her to have sight." 

" Bow, by my feilh," sayes noble King Arthur, 

" And ihata a full f£ure wight ! " 

And then bespake Comewali [King] againe, 

And these were the words he said : 

" Come hither, five^or three of my knights. 

And feitch me downe my ateed ; 

King Arthur, that foule cockeward, 

Halh none such, if he had need. 

" For I can ryde him as far on a day, 
As King Arthur can doe any of his on three. 
And is it not a pleasure for a King, 
When he shall ryde forth on his journey ? 

" For the eyes that beene in his head, 

They glister as doth the gleed ; " — . 

" Now, by my faith," says noble King Arthur, 

{Halfapaae is wanting.'] 
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No body 

But one tlials learned to apeake. 

Then King Arthur to his bed was brought, u» 

A greeived man was hee ; 

And soe were all his fellowes with him, 

From him they thought never to flee. 

Then take they did that lodly hoome, 

And under thmbehandler closed was hee; lao 

And he was set by King Arthurs bed-side. 

To heere theire talke, and theire com'nye ; 

That he might come forth, and make proclamation, 
Long before it was day ; 

It was more for King Comwalls pleasure, nas 

Then it was for King Arthurs pay. 

.s laid, 



And alsoe to the Trinity, 

That Ee be the bane of Cornwall Kings 

Litle Brittaine or ever I see I " 

" It is an unadvised vow," saies Gawaine the 

"As ever king hard make I; 

But wee that heene five christian men. 

Of the christen faith are woo ; 

And we shall fight against anoynted King, 

And all his armorie." 



iiM=^i>,Googlc 



iJ8 PEAGMEKT OP THE BALLAD OP KING 

And then he spake him noble Arthur, 
And these were the words said he ; im 

"Why, if thou be afraid, Sir Gawaioe the gay, 
Goe home, and drinke wine in thine owne country.'' 



And then bespate Sir Gawaine the gay. 
And these were the words said hee ; 
"Nay, seeing you hare made suuh a hearty "vi 
Heere another yow make will I. 

"He make mine avow to God, 
And alsoe to the Trinity, 
That I will have yonder fairo lady 
To Litle BrittiiiDe with mee. 

" lie hoae her hourly to my hart, 
And with her He worke my will ; 

[_Ha!/ a page is wanting.'] 

These were the words sayd hee : 

" Befbr I wold wrestle with yonder feend, 

It is better be drowned in the sea." 

And then bespake Sir Bredbeddle, 
And these were the words said he : 
" Why, I will wrestle with yon lodly feend, 
God] niy governor thou shalt bee." 
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Then bespate iira noble Arthur, iM 

And these were Ihe words said he ; 
" What weapons wilt thou have, thou gentle inight ? 
I pray thee tell to me." 

He sayeg, " Collen brand lie have in my hand. 
And a Millaine knife fast be my knee ; i6» 

And a Danish axe fast in my hands, 
That a sure weapon I thinke wilbe." 

Then with his Collea brand, that he had in hia hand, 
The bunge of the trubchandler he burst in three. 
What that start out a lodly teend, i70 

With seven heads, and one body. 

The fyer towards the element flew, 
Out of his mouth, where was great plentie j 
The knight stoode in the middle, and fought, 
That it was great joy to see. it. 

"nil his Collaine brand brake in his hand. 
And his Millaine knife burst on his knee ; 
And then the Danish axe burst in his hand fiist. 
That a sur weapon he thought shold be. 

But now is the knight left without any weapone, isd 

And alacke ! it was the more pitty ; 

But a surer weapon then had he one, 

Had never Lord in Christentye ; 

And all was but one litle booko, 

He found it by the side of the sea. ■» 



iiM=^i>,Googlc 



240 FRAGMENT OF T 

He found it at the sea-side, 
Wrucked upp in a, floode ; 
Our Lord had ■written it witli his hands, 
And sealed it mth his bloode. 

\H<dfapage is wanting.'] 

" That thoa doe » 

But ly still in that wall of stone ; 

Till I have beene with noble King Arthur, 

And told him what I have done." 

And when ho came to the King's chamber. 
He cold of hia curt«sie i» 

Saye, " Sleep you, wake you, noble King Arthur ? 
And ever Jesus walch yee ! " 

" Nay, I am not sleeping, I am waking," 

These were the words said hee ; 

" For thee I have car'd ; how haat thou fared ? iw 

O gentle knight, let me see." 

The knight wrought the King his booke, 

Bad. him heboid, reede, and see ; 

And ever he found it on the backside of the 

As noble Arthur wold wish it to be. an 

And then bespake him King Arthur, 
" Alas 1 thou gentle knight, how may this he. 
That T might sec Iiim in the same licknesse, 
That he stood unto thee ? " 
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And then beapakc him the Greene Knight, an 

These were the words said hee : 

" If youle stand stifly in the battell stronge, 

For I have won all the victory." 

Then bespate him the King againo, 
And these were the words amd hee ; sa 

" If we stand not stifly in this battell strong, 
Wee ai-e worthy to he hanged all on a tree." 

Then bespake him the Greene Knight, 

These were the words said hee ; 

Sdes, " I doe coniure thee, thou fowle feend, no 

In the same licknesse thou stood unto me." 

With that start out a lodly feend, 

With seven heads, and one body ; 

The fier towarde the element flaugh, 

Out of his mouth, ■where was great plenty. xs 

The knight stood in the middle 

{Halfapage is wanting.'] 

the space of an houre, 

I know not what they did. 

And then bespake him the Greene Knight, 
And these were the words stud he ; zn 

Saith, " I coniure thee, thou fowle feend. 
That thou feiteh downe the steed that we see." 



210. The Greene Knight is Sir Bredbeddle. 
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And feitch he did that faire steed, 
And came againe by and by. 

Then bespake him Sir Marramilff, 

And these were the words said hee : 

" Riding of this steed, brother Bredbeddle, 

The mastery belongs to me." 

Marramiles tooke the steed to hia hand. 
To ryd Mm he was full bold ; 
He cold noe more make him goo, 
Then a, child of tKree yeere old. 

He laid uppon him with heele and Land, 
With yard that was soe fell ; 
" Helpe I brother Bredbeddle," says Marramile, 
"For I thinke he be the devill of hell. 

" Helpe I brother Bredbeddle," says Marramile, 
" Helpel for Chriats pittye; 
For without tby help, brother Bredbeddle, 
He will never be ryddcn for me." 

Then bespake him Sir Bredbeddle, 

These were the words said he : 

" I coniuro thee, tliou Burlow-beane, 

Thoti tell me how this steed was riddin in 

country," 
He saith, " There is a gold wand, 
Stands in King Comwalls stndy windowe. 

MS. 246, sayed, 

MS. 262, p' me, i. e, pro or per. 

MS. 3BB, BurloK-leane. 
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" Let Mm take that wand in that window, 
And atriku three strokes on that steed ; 
And then ho will spring forth of his hand, 
As sparke doth out of gleede." 

Then hespake him the Greene Knight, 

[Halfapage is wanling.l 

A lowd blast 

And then hespake Sir Bredbeddle, 
To the feend these words said hee ; 
Says, " I toniure thee, thou Burlow-beanie, 
The powder-bos tbou feilch me." 

Then forth is gone Burlow-beanie, 
As last as ho cold hie ; 
And feich he did the powder-box, 
And came againe by and by. 

Then Sir Tristeram tooke powder forth of that \x 
And blent it with warme sweet milke ; 
And there put it unto the home, 
And swiUed it about in that ilke. 

Then he tooke the borne in his hand, 
And a lowd blast he blow ; 
He rent the home np to the midst, 
All his febowes this they knew. 
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Then bespake him tlie Greene Knight, 
These were the words said he ; 
Sales, " I coniure thee, thou Biirlow-beanie, 
That thou feitch me the sword (hat I see." 

Then forth is gone Burlow-beanie, a» 

As fast as he cold hie ; 

And feitch he did that faire sword, 

And came J^aine by and by. 

Then bespake him Sir Bredbeddle, 

To the king these words said he : w 

" Take this sword in thy hand, fhou noble King, 

For the vowes sake that thou made He give it lliee j 

And goe strike off King Cornewalls head. 

In bed where he doth lye." 

Then forth is gone noble King Arthur, » 

As fast as he cold hye ; 
And strucken he hath King Comwalls head, 
And came againe by and by. 

He put the head upon a swords point, 
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FRAGMENT OF CHILD ROWLAND AND 
BURD ELLEN. 

It is Dot impossible tliat this ballad siiould be the one 
quoted by Edgar ia King Lear, (Act iii, so. 4 :) 
" Child Eowlaud to the dark tower came." 

We have extracted the fragment given by Jamieson, 
with the breaks in the story filled out, from lllvslTOtions 
of Northern Anliquilies, p. 397 ; and we have added his 
tranelation of the Danish ballad of Rosmer Haftnand, 
■which exhibib a striking similarity to ChUd Rowland, 
from Popular Ballads and Sonffs, ii. 202. The tale of 
the Red Elin, as given in Chambers's Pop. Rhymes of 
Scoiland, p. 56, bas much resemblance to Jausieson'a 
story, and, like it, is interspersed with verse. 

The occurrence of the name Merlin ia by no means 
a sufficient ground for connecting this tale, as Jamie- 
son would do, with the cycle of King Arthur. For 
Merlm, as Grundtvig has remarked {Folkeviser, iL 79), 
did not originally belong to (hat cycle, and again, his 
name seems to have been ^ven in Scotland to any 
sort of wizani orprophet 



[" Kino Arthur's sons o' merry Carlisle] 
Were playing at the ba' ; 
And there was their sister Burd Ellen, 
I' the mids amang them a". 

" Child Rowland kick'd it wi' his foot, 
And kcppit it wi' his knee ; 
And ay, as he plaj'd out o'er them a'. 
O'er the kirk he gar'd it flee. 
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" Burd Ellen round about tbe isle 

To seek the ba' is gane ; m 

But they bade lang and ay langer, 
And she camcna back again. 

" They sought her east, they sought her west, 
They sought her up and down ; 
And wae were the hearts [in merry Carlisle,] is 
For she was nae gait found I " 

At last her eldest brother went to the Warluek 
Merlin, (Mf/rddin W^ldl,) and askod if he knew 
where his sister, the fair Burd Ellen, was. " The 
fiiir BnrdEllen,"'BHid the Warluek Merlin, "is carried 
away by the fairies, and is now in the castle of the 
king of Elflaud ; and it were too bold an undertaking 
for the stoutest knight in Christendom to bring her 
back." " Is it possible to bring her back ? " said her 
brother, "and I will do it, or perish in the attempt." 
" Possible indeed it is," said the IVarluck Merlin ; 
" but woe to the man or mother's son who attempts 
it, if he is not well instructed beforehand of what he 

Influenced no less by the glory of such an enter- 
prise, than by the desire of rescuing his sister, the 
brother of the feir Burd Ellen resolved to undertake 
the adventure ; and after proper instructions from 
Merlin, (which he failed in observing,) he set out on 
his perilous expedition. 

" But Ihey bade lang and ay langer, 
Wi' dout and mickle maen ; 
And wae were the hearts [in merry Carlisle,] 
For he cameoa back again." m 
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The second brother ii 
failed In observing the i 
Merlin ; aud 



" They bade lang and ay langer, 
Wi' Biickle dout and maen ; 
And wae were the hearls \ja merry CarlialoJ 
For he camuria back again." 

Child Rowland, the yonngest brotber of the fair 
Burd Ellen, then resolved to go ; but was strenuously 
opposed by the good q^ueen, (^Gweneyra,] who was 
afraid of losing all her children. 

At last the good queen [Gwenevra] gave him her 
cofisent and her blessing; he girt on (in great form, 
and with all due solemnity of sacerdotal consecration,) 
his lather's good claymore, [Excalibar,] that never 
Struck in vsxn, and repaired to the cave of the War- 
Inck Merlin. The Warluck Merlin gave him all 
necessary instructions for his journey and conduct, 
the most important of which were, that be should kill 
every person he met with after entering the land of 
F^ry, and should neither eat nor drink of what was 
offered him in that country, whatever his hunger or 
thirst might be ; for if he tasted or touched in Elfiand, 
he must remiun in the power of the ELves, aud never 
eee middle eard again. 

80 Child Rowland set out on his journey, and trav- 
elled " on and ay farther on," till he came to where 
(as he had been forewarned by the Warluck Merhn,) 
he found the king of Elfland's horse-herd feeding his 
horses, 

" Canst thou fell me," said Child Rowland to the 
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Lorse-lierd, " where tte king of Elfiand's castle is ? " — ■ 
" I cannot lell thee," said the horse-herd ; " but go on 
a, little farther, and thou wilt come to tlie cow-herd, 
and he, perhaps, may teil thee." So Child Rowland 
drew the good clajmore, [Exealibar,] that never struck 
in vain, and hewed off the head of the horse-herd. 
Child Rowland then went on a little farther, till he 
came to the king of Elflaod's cow-herd, who was feed- 
ing hia cows. " Canst thou tell me," said Child Row- 
land to the cow-herd, " where the king of Elfland's 
castle is ? " — -J' I cannot tell thee," said tlio cow-herd ; 
" but go on a little farther, and thou wilt come to the 
sheep-herd, and he perhaps may tell thee." So Child 
Rowland drew the good claymore, [Exealibar,] that 
never struck in vain, and hewed off the head of the 
cow-herd. He then went on a little farther, till he 
came to the eheep-herd. * * * » £37ie sAeep- 
herd, goat-herd, and sioine-herd are all, each in his ium, 
teroed in ike same manner ; and lastly he is referred to 
Ae ften-Hii/e.] 

" Go on yet a little farther," said the hen-wife, till 
thou come to a round green hill surrounded with rings 
(terraces) from the bottom to the top ; go round it 
three times widershins, and every time say, " Open, 
door I open, door I and let me come in ; and the tliird 
time the door will open, and you may go in." So 
Child Rowland drew the good claymore, [Exealibar,] 
that never struck in vain, and hewed off the bead 
of the hen-wife. Then went he three times wider- 
skins round the green hill, crying, " Open, door! 
open, door 1 and let me oome in ; " and the third time 
the door opened, and he went in. 

It immediately closed behind him ; and be proceeded 
through a long passage, where the air was soft and 
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agreeably warm like a May evening, as is all the tul 
of Ellland. The light was a sort of twilight or gloam- 
ing ; but there were neither windows nor candles, and 
he knew not whence it came, if it was not from the 
walls and roof, which were rough, and arched like a 
grotto, and composed of a clear transparent rock, in- 
crusted wilh sheeps-silver and spar, and various bright 
stones. At last he eame to two wide and lofty folding' 
doors, which stood a-jar. He opened them, and en- 
tered a large and spacious hall, whose richness and 
brilliance no tongue can tell. It seemed to extend 
the whole length and height of the bill. The superb 
Gothic pillars by which the roof was supported, were 
BO large and so lolly, (said my seaanach}',) that the 
pihars of the Chanrj' Kirk,* or of Plviscardin Abbey, 
are no more to be compared to them, than the Knock 
of Alves is to be compared to Balrinnes or Ben-a-chi. 
They were of gold and ailver, and were fretted hke 
the west window of the Chanry Kirk, with wreaths of 
flowers composed of diamonds and precious stones of 
alt manner of beautiful colors. The kej-stones of the 
arches above, instead of coats of arms and other de- 
vices, were ornamented with clusters of diamonds in 
the same manner. And from the middle of the roof, 
where the principal arches met, was hung fay a gold 
chain, an immense lamp of one hollowed pearl, per- 
fectly transparent, in the midst of which was sus- 
pended a large carbuncle, that by the power of ma^o 
continually turned round, and shed over all the hall a 
clear and mild light like the setting sun ; but the hall 
vaa so large, and these dazzling objects so far removed, 

* The Ciithetal of Elgin nalurally enough furnished sim- 
ilfls to a man who had never in his life been twenty miles 
distant fi'om it. 
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that their blended radiance cast no more than a pleas- 
ing lustre, and excited no more than agreeable sensa- 
tions in the eyes of Child Rowland. 

The furniture of tlie hall was suitable to its architec- 
ture ; and at the farther end, under a splendid canopy, 
seated on a gorgeous sofa of velvet, silk, and gold, and 
"kembing her yellow hair wi' a silver kemb," 

" There was his sister burd KUen ; .* 

She stood up him before," 
Says, 

" ' God rue on thee, poor luckless fode ! 
What has thou to do here V 

" 'And hear ye this, my youngest brither, 

Why badena ye at hame ? » 

Had ye a hunder and thousand lives, 
Ye canna brook ane o' them. 

« And sit thou down ; and wae, O wae 
That ever thou was born ; 
For come the King o' Eifland in, » 

Thy leccam is forlorn I ' " 

A long conversation then takes place ; Child Row- 
land tells her the news [of merry Carlisle,] and of Jus 
own expedition ; and concludes with the observalioo, 
that, after this long and fatiguing journey to the castle 
of the king of Eifland, he is veri/ hungry. 

Burd Ellen looked wistfully and mournfully at him, 
and shook her head, but said nothing. Acting under 
the influence of a magic which she could not resist, 
she arose, and brought him a golden bowl full of bread 
and milk, which she presented to him with the same 
timid, tender, and anxious expression of solicitude. 
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Eemembering the instructions of tie Warluck Mer- 
lin, "Burd Ellen," said Child Eowknd, "I will neither 
taste nor touch till I have set thee fiee ! " Immedi- 
ately the folding-doors burst open with tremendous 
violence, and in came tlie king of Elfland, 

"With 'Ji,f,fo, and fuml 

I smell the blood of a Chrisfian man I 
Be he dead, be he living, wi' my brand 

ril clash his harns frae hla harn-pan 1'" w 

" Strike, then, Bogle of Hell, if thou dare=t 1 " ex- 
churned the undaunted Child Rowland, starting up, 
and drawing the good tlajmore, [Ettahbar,] that 
never struck in vam 

A furious combat ensued, and tJie king ot Elfland 
was felled to tbo ground , but Child Rowland spared 
him on condition that he should restore \a him bis two 
brothers, who lay in a trance in a corner of the haU, 
and his sister, the fair burd Ellon. The king of 
Elfland then produced a small crystal phial, containing 
a Iwight red liquor, with which be anointed the lips, 
nostrils, eye-lids, ears, and finger-ends of the two young 
men, who immediately awoke as from a profound sleep, 
during which their souls had quitted their bodies, and 
they had seen, &o., &e., &e. So they all four returned 
in triumph to [merry Carlisle.] 

Such was the rude outline of the romance of Child 
Rowland, as it was told to me when I was about seven 
or eight years old, by a country tailor then at work in 
my father's house. He was an ignorant and dull good 
Bort of honest man, who seemed never to have ques- 
tioned the truth of what he related. Where the eC 
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cceteras are put down, many curious particulars have 
been omitted, because I was afraid of being deceived 
by my memory, and BubstituHug one tbing for anotber. 
It is right also to admonisb tbe reader, that the 
Warluok Merlin, Child Rowland, and Burd ETen, 
were the only names introduced in his reoitation ; and 
that tbo othera, inclosed within brackets, are assumed 
upon the authority of the locality given to the story 
by tbo mention of Merliti, In every other respect I 
have been as f^tbM as pos^ble. 



iiM=^i>,Googlc 



EOSMER HAFMAND, 



THE MER-MAN KOSMER. 

The ballad of Rosmer is found in Danish, Swedish, 
Faroish, and Norse, Ail the questions bearing upon 
its origin, and the relations of the yarjous forms in 
which the slory exists, are amply Uisiiussed by Grundt- 
vig, vol. ii. p. 72. Three versions of the Danish bal- 
lad are ^ven by Vedel, all of which Jamieaon haa 
translated. The following is No. 31 in Abrahamson. 

There dwalls a lady in Danmarcfc, 

Lady HlUers lyle men her ca' ; 
And she's gar'd bigg a new castel!. 

That shines o'er Danmarck a'. 

Her dochter was stown awa frae her ; « 

She sought for her wide-whare ; 
Bat the mairshe sought, and the less she land, — 

That wirks her sorrow and care. 

And she's gar'd bi^ a new ship, 

Wi' vanes o' flaming goud, M 

Wi' mony a knight and mariner, 

Sae stark in need bestow'd. 

She's followed her sons down to the strand. 

That chaste and noble fre ; 
And wull and waif for eight lang years i* 

They sail'd upon the sea. 
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And eight years wuU and waif tiey Siul'd, 
0' months that seeni'd sae lang; 

Syne.fhoy sail'd afore a high castell, 
And to the land can gang. 

And tbe young lady Svanfe lyle, 
In the bower that was the best, 

Says, "WTiarfrae cam thirfrem swains, 
Wi' 113 this night to guest ? " 

Then up and spak her youngest brither, 
Sae wisely ay spak he ; 
" We are a, widow's three poor sons, 
Lang wilder'd on the sea. 

" In Danmarck were we born and bred, 
Lady Hillers lyle was our milher ; 
Our sister frae us was stown awa. 
We findna whare or whither." 

" In Danmarck wore ye born and bred? 
Was Lady Hillers your mither ? 
I can nae langer heal frae tbee, 
Thou art my youngest brither. 

" And hear ye this, my youngest brither: 
Why bade na ye at hame ? 
Had ye a bunder and thousand lives, 
Ye canna brook ane o' them." 

She's set him in the weiest nook 

She in the bouse can meet ; 
She's bidden him for the high God's sake 

Houther to laugh ne greet. 
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Eosmer hame frae Zealand came. 
And he took on to bann : 
" I smell fu' weel, by my right band, 
That here is a Christian man." 

" There flew a bird out o'er the house, 
Wi' a man's bane in his mouth ; 
lie coost it in, and I cast it out, 
As fast as e'er I couth." 

But wilyly she can Kosmer Trin ; 
And clapping him tenderiy, 

Gin 1 lose him, I'll die. 

"It's here Ja come, my sister-son, 
Frae baith our fathers' land ; 
And I ha'o pledged bim faith and troth, 
That ye will not Hm bann." 

" And is he come, thy sister-son, 
Frae thy father's land to thee ? 
Then I will swear my highest aith, 
He's dree nae staitb frae me." 

'Twas then the high king Eosmer, 
He ca'd on younkers twae: 
" Ye bid proud Svan^ lyle's 
To the chalmer afore n 



It was Syan6 lyle's 

Whan afore Rosmer he wan, 
Hb heart it quook, and his body shook, 

Sae fley'd, he scarce dow stand. 
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Sae Kosmer took her sister-son, 
. Set him upon his fcnec ; 
He clappit him sae luifsomely, te 

He turned haith blue and blae. 

And up and spak she, Svanfi Ijle ; 
" Sir Rosmer, ye're nae b> learn 
Tbat j-our ten fingers arena sma, 

To clap sae little a bairn." so 

There was he till, the fifthen year, 
He green'd for hame and land : 
" Help me now, sister ^van6 lyle. 
To be set on the white sand." 

It was proud Lady Svanfe lyle, u 

Aibre Kosmer can stand ; 
" This younker sae lang in the sea has been, 
He greens for hame and land." 

" Gin the younker sae Jang in the sea has been. 
And greens for hame and land, w 

Then I'll gie him a kist wi' goud, 
Sae fitting till his hand." 

" And will ye gi'e him a kist wi' goud, 
Sae fitting till his hand i* 
Then hear ye, my noble hcartis dear, W 

Ye bear them biuth to land." 
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He's ta'en the man upon his back; 

The kist in his mouth took he; 
And he has gane the lang way up 
Frac the bottom o' the sea. 

" Now I ha'e borne thee to the land ; m 

Thou seest baith sun and moon; 
Namena Lady Svaiie for thy highest God, 
I beg thee as a hoon." 

Eosmer sprang i' the saut sea out, 

Aodjawp'd it up i' the sky; ui 

But whan he cam till the easteU in, 

Nae Svanfe lyle could he spy. 

Whan he came till the castell in, 

His dearest awa was gane ; 
Like wood he sprang the castell about, lu 

On the rook o' the black dintstane. 

Glad they were in proud Hillers lyle's house, 

Wi' welcome joy and glee ; 
Hame to their friends her biumswere come, 

That had lang been in tht> sea. ut 
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TAM-A-LISE, THE ELFIN KNicHT. (Seepage 114.) 

From ScolUsh Traditionary Veraom of AncUsil Ballada, Percy 
Society, syii. p. 11. 

Take warnin', a" ye ladyes fair, 

That weargowd on your hair; 
Come never unto Cliartcr-woods, 

For Tam-a-liue he's there. 

Even about that knicht's middle i 

O'aller bells are nine; 
Nae ane comes to Charter-woods, 

And a may returns agen. 

Ladye Margaret sits in her bouir door, 

Sewing at her silken seam ; it 

And she lang'd to gang to Charter wooda, 
To pou the roaes green. 

She liadna pou'd a rose, a rose. 

Nor braken a bianth but ane, 
Till by it came him true Tam-a-!ine, u 

Saj3, " Layde, lat alane. 

" why pou ye the rose, thp rose ? 
Or why brake ye the tree ? 
Or why come je to Charter- woods. 
Without leave ask'd of me V " w 
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"I will pou the rose, the rose, 

And I will brake the tree; 

Charter-woods are a' mj' aio, 

ni ask nae leave o' tliee." 

He's taen !ier by the milk-white haod, 
And by the grass-green sleeye ; 

And laid her low on gude green wood, 
At her he spier'd nae leave. 

When he had got bis wil! o' her, 

His will as he had ta'en, 
He's ta'en ber by the middle sma', 

Set her to feet again. 

She turn'd ber richt and round about, 
To spier her true love's name, 

But naething heard she, nor naetbing ea' 
As a' the woods grew dim. 

Seven days she tarried there, 

Saw neither sun nor muin ; 
At length, by a sma' glimmerin' Kchf, 

Came thro' the wood her lane. 

When she came to her father's court, 

Was fine as ony queen ; 
But when eight months were past and g 

Got on the gown o* green. 

Then out it speaks an eldren knicht, 

As he sfood at (be yett ; 
Our king's dothter, she gaes wi' bairn, 

And we'll get a' the wyte." 
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TASI-A-LINE, 

" baud your tongue, ye eldren man. 

And bring mo not to sbajne; 

Althougb tbat I do gang wl' bairn, 

Yese naemays get tlie blame. 

" Were my love but an earthly man, 
As he's an elfin knicht, 
I wadna gie my ain true luve, 
For a' that's in my Bieht." 

Then out it speaks her brither dear, 
He meant to do her harm, 
"There is an herb in Charter-woods 
Will twine you an' the bairn." 

She's taen her mantle her about. 

Her coiffer by the band ; 
And she is on to Charter-woods, 

As fast as she coud gang- 
She hadna poud a rose, a rose, 

Nor brakcn a branch hut ane, 
Till by it came him, Tam-arLine, 

Says, " Ladye, lat alane." 

" O I why pou ye the pile, Mai^ret, 

The pile o' the gravil green, 

For to destroy the bonny bairn 

That we got us between ? 

" I why pou ye the pile, Margaret, 
The pile o' the gravil gray, 
For to destroy the bonny bairn 
That we got in our play ? 
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" For if it be a knave bairn, 
He's bcir o' a' my land ; 
But if it be a lass bairn, 

In red gowd slie shall gang." 

"If my luve were an earllily man, 
As he's an elfin grey, 
I coud gang bound, luve, for your sake, 
A twalmonth and a day." 

" Indeed your luve's an earthly man. 
The same as well as thee ; 
And lang I've haunted Charter-moods, 
A' for your fair bodie." 

" 1 tell me, teU me, Tam-a-Line, 
1 tell, an' tell me true ; 
Tell mc this nicht, an' mak' nae lee. 
What pedigree are you ? " 

"Oil hae been at gude church-door, 
An' I've got Christendom ; 
Tm the Earl o' Forbes' eldest son, 
An' heir ower a' hia land. 

" When I was young, o' three years old, 
Muckle was made o' me ; 
My stepmither put on my claithes, 
An' ill, ill, sained shu me. 

" Ae fatal morning I gaed out. 
Dreading nae injurie; 
And thinking lang, fell soun asleep, 
Beneath an apple tree. 
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TAM-A-LINE. 

" Then by it came the Elfin Queen, 
And laid licr liand on me ; 
And from that time since e'er I mind, 
Tve been in her companie. 

" Elfin it's a, bonny place, 

In it fain wad I dwell; i 

But aye at ilka seven years' end, 

Tbey pay a tiond to hell, 
And I'm aae foa o' flesh an blude, 

I'm sair fear'd for mysell." 

" O tell me, tell me, Tam-a-Line, i 

O tell, an' tell me true; 
Tell me this niuht, an' mak' nae lee, 
Wbat way I'll borrow you ? " 

" The mom is Hallowe'en nicbt, 

The Elfin court will ride, h 

Through England, and thro' a' Scotland, 
And through the warld wide. 

" they begin at sky sett in, 
Kide a' the evenin' tide ; 
And she that will her true love borrow, v, 
At Miles-orosa will him bide. 

" Te'U do ye down to Miles-cross, 
Between twal! hours and ane ; 
And full your hands o' holie water. 

And east your compass roun'. u 

" Then the first ane court that comes you till, 
Is published king and queen ; 
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It is maidens many ane. 

" The Deist ano court tbat comes you till. 
Is footmen, grooms, and squires ; 
The neist ane court that comes you till, 
Is kniobCs ; and I'll be there. 

" I Tam-a-Line, on milk-while steed, 
A gowd star on my crown ; 
Because I was an earthly knicht, 
Got tbat for a renown. 

" And out at my steed's right nostril, 
He'll breathe a fiery flame ; 
Yell loot you loir, and sain yoursel, 
And ye'll be busy then. 

" Tell lak' my horse then by the head, 
And lat the bridal &'; 
The Queen o' Elfin she'll cry out, 
' True Tam-a-Line's awa'. 

" Then Til appear into your arms 

Like the wolf that ne'er wad tame ; 
Te'U baud me fast, lat me not gae, 
Case we ne'er meet again, 

" Then HI appear into your arms 
Like fire that burns sae bauld ; 
Te'll baud me fast, lat me not gae, 
I'll be as iron cauld. 

" Then I'll appear into your arms 
Like tbe adder an' the snake ; 
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TAM-A-LINK. 

Ye'll baud Die fast, lat me not gae, 
I am jour warld'a maike. 

" Then I'll appear into your arms 
Like to the deer sae wild ; 
Yell haud me fast, lat Die not gae, 
And ni father your child, 

" And m appear into joitr arms 
Like to a silUen string; 
Tell haud me fast, lat me not gae, 
Till ye see .the fair mornia'. 

" And I'll appear info jour arms 
Like to a naked man ; 
Yell haud me fast, lat me not gae, 
And wi' you I'll gae hame." 

Then she has done lier fo Miles-crosa, 
Between twal hours an' ane ; 

And filled her bands o' holie water, 
And kiest her ci 



The first ane court that came her till, 
Was published king and queen ; 

The niest ane eourt that came her till. 
Was maidens mony ane. 

The niest ane eourt that came her till, 

Was footmen, grooms, and squires; 

The niest ane eourt that uame her till. 

Was knichls ; and he was there I 

True Tam-a-Line, on milk-white steed, 
A gowd Star on hia crown ; 
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Because te was an earthlj- man, 
Got that for a reaown. 

And out at the steed's ri|;bt nostril. 
He breath'd a fiery flame ; 

She loots her low, an' saina hersel, 
And she was busy then. 

She's taen the horse then by the head, 

And loot the bridle fa'; 
The Queen o' Elfin she cried out,— 
" True Tara-a-Line's awa'." 

" Stay still, true Tam-a-Line," she says, 

" Till I pay j-ou your fee ; " 
" His father wants not lands nor rents, 
He'll ask nae fee frae theo." 

" Gin I had kent yestreen, yestreen. 
What I ken weel the day, 
I shou'd hae taen your fu' iause heart, 
Gien you a heart o' clay." 

Then he appeared into her arms 
Like the wolf that ne'er wad tame ; 

She held him fast, lat him not gae, 
Case they ne'er met again. 

Then he appeared into her arms 
Like the fire burning bauld ; 

She held him fast, lat him not gae, 
He was as iron cauld. 
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Hew 



And he appeared into her anus 

Like to tbe deer sae wild ; 
She held him fast, lat him not gae, 

He'3 father o' her child. 

And be appeared into her arms 

Like to a silken string ; 
She held him fast, lat hiui not gae, 

TiU Ehe saw fair moruiii'. 

And he appeared into her arms 

Like to a naked man ; 
She held him fast, lat him not gae, 

And m.' her he's gane hame. 

These newa hae reach'd thro' a' Scotland, 

And far ayont the Tay, 
That ladye Mai^aret, our king's dochter. 

That nieht had gain'd her prey. 

She barrowed her love at mirk midnicht, 
Bare her young son ere day ; 

And though ye'd search the warld wide, 
Ye'Unaefindsicamay. 
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TOM LESN. (See p, 114.) 



Tnis fragment was taten down from 
of an old woman. Maidmenfs New Book of Old Bal- 
iads, p. 54. 



Do not go into Chaster's wood, 
For T nitilin n will be there. 



Fair Margaret sat in her bonny bower, 

Sewing her silken seam, 
And wished to be in Chaster's wood, 

Among the leaves so green. 

She let the seam fall to ter foot. 

The needle to her toe, 
And she has gone to Chaster's wood, 

As fast as she could go. 



.^hyGooglc 



TOM LIKN, 

When she began to pull the flowers ; 

She pull'd both red and green ; 
Then by did come, and by did go, 

Said, " Fair maid, let abene I 

" O why plutk you the flowers, iady. 
Or why climb you the tree ? 

Or why come ye to Chaster's wood, 
Without the ieaye of me ? " 

"01 will pull the flowers," she said, 
" Or I will break the tree ; 

For Chaster's wood it is my own, 
111 ask no leave at thee." 

He took her by the milk-white hand, 
And by the grass-green sleeye ; 

And liud her down upon the flowers. 
At her he ask'd no Ieaye. 

The lady blush'd and sourly frown'd. 
And she did tliink great shame ; 

Says, " If you are a gentleman, 
Tou will tell me your name." 

" First they call me Jack," he said, 
" And then they call'd me John ; 

But since I Uv'd in the Fairy court, 
Tomlinn has always been my name, 

" So do not pluok that flower, lady, 
That has these pimples gray ; 

They would destroy the bonny babe 
That we've gotten in our play." 
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" O tell to me, Tomlinn," she said, 

" And tell it to me soon ; 
Was jou ever at a good church door, 

Or got you Christendom?" 

"01 have been at good church door, a 

And oft her yclts within ; 
I was the Laird of Foulis's sod, 

The heir of a!l hia land. 

" But it fell once upon a day, 

As hunting I did ride, n 

As I rode east and west yon hill. 

Then woe did mo betJdo. 

" O drowsy, drowsy as I was, 

Dead sleep upon me fell ; 
The Queen of Fairies she was there, a 

And took me to hersol. 

" The mom at eyen is Plallowe'en, 

Our F^ry court will ride. 
Through England and through Scotland both. 

Through all the world wide ; t» 

And if that ye would me borrow, 

At Rides Cross ye may hide. 

" You may go into the Miles Moss, 

Between twelve hours and one ; 
Take holy water in your hand, ta 

And cast a compass round. 

" The first court that comes along, 
Yoall let them all pass by ; 
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The next court that comes along. 
Salute them reverently. 

" The next court that comes along, 
I3 dad in robes of green ; 

And it's the head court of them all, 
For in it rides the Queen. 

" And I upon a milk-white steed, 
With a gold star in mj" crown ; 

Because I anj an earthly man, 
I'm next the Queen in renown. 

" Then sMze upon me with a spring, 
Then to the ground I'll fa' ; 

And then youll hear a rueful cry. 
That Tomlinn is awa'. 

" Then I'll grow in your arms two, 

Like to a savage wild ; 
But hold mo fast, let me not go, 

I'm father of your child. 

" m grow into your arms two 
Like an adder, or a snake ; 

But hold me fast, let me not go, 
I'll be your earthly maik. 

" rU grow into your arms two 
Like ice on frozen lake ; 

But hold me fast, let me not go, 
Or from your goupen break. 
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BUED ELLEN AND YOUNG 

" ni grow into your arms two, 

Like iron in strong fire ; 
But hold me fast, let me not go, 

Then you'll have your desire." 

And its next night into Miles Mosa, 

Fair Margaret has gone ; 
When lo she stands beside Rides Cross, 

Between twelve hours and one. 

There's holy water in her hand. 
She casts a compass round ; 

And presently a Fairy band 
Comes riding o'er the mound. 



This seems to be the most approprial* eonneelion 
for a short fragment from Maidment's North Countrie 
Garland, (p. 21.) It was taken down from the recita- 
tion of a lady who had heard it sung in ber childhood. 



BURD ELLEN AND YOUNG TAMLANE. 

BuBD Ellen sits in the bower windowe, 

With a double laddy double, and for the dotMe dou!, 

Twisting the red silk and the blue. 
With the double rose aud the May-hay. 
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272 BTTED ELLEN AND YOUNG 

And whiles she twisted, and whiles she twan, 

WUh a double, &c. 
And whiles the tears fell down amang, 

MlA the double, &a. 

mi once there by cam young Tamlaae, 

WUh a double, &c. 
" Come light, oh light, and ix)ck your j'Oung si 
Wilh the double, &c. 



For I hae rookit my share and m 
Wilh the double, &c. 



Toimg Tamlane to Ihe seas he's gane, 

With a double laddy double, and for the doxAle dow, 
And a' women's curse in his company's gane, 

With the double rose and the May-hay. » 
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ALS y YOD ON AT MOUNDAY. (See p. 126.) 

Is 1he manuscript from which these veraes are 
taken, Ihey form the prefaue to a long strain of in- 
pompmhensible prophecies of the same description as 
those wLich are appeniled to Thomas of Brsyldoune. 
Whether the two portions belong tt^ether, or not, 
(and it will be seen that they are ill enough joined,) 
the first alone requires to he cited here for the purpose 
of comparison with (ho Wee Wee Man. The whole 
piece has ■ been twice printed, first by Finlay, in his 
Scottkh BaUadi',(}i. 163,) and afterwards, by a person 
who was not aware that he had been antJcipated, in 
the Retrmpective Revieu), Second Series, toI. ii. p. 326. 
Both texts are in places nearly unintelligible, and are 
evidently full of errors, part of which we must ascribe 
to the incompetency of the editors. Finlay's is here 
adopted as on the whole the best, but it has received 
a few corrections from the other, and one or two con- 
jectural emendations. 

Alb y yod on ay Mounday 

Bytwene Wyltinden and Wall, 
The ane after brade way. 

Ay litel man y mette with alle. 
The leste yat ever y, aathe to fay, > 

Oilher in howr, either in halle; 
His robe was noitJier grene na gray, 

Bot alle yt was of riche palle. 
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On me he eald, and bad me bide ; 

Well stille j stode ay litel apace ; 
Fra Lanchestre the parke syde 

Teen he come, wel iair his pase. 
He liailsed me ^th mikel pride ; 

le haved wel mykel ferly wat lie waa; 
I saide, — " Wel mote the betyde, 

That litel man with large faee." 

I beheld that litel man 

Bi die strete als we gon gae ; 
His berd was syde ay large span, 

And glided als the fetbcr of pae ; 
Hia hcved was wyte als ony swan, 

His hegehen was gret and grai als so ; 
Bnies lange, wel I (he can 

Merk it to fize inches and mae. 

Armes scort, for sothe I saye, 

Ay span seemed thaom to bee ; 
Handes brade yytouten nay. 

And fingerea lange, he scheued me. 
Ay stane he tok op (bar it lay. 

And castit forth that I moth see ; 
Ay merk-EOot of lai^e way 

Bifore me strides he castit three. 

Wel stille I atod als did the atane. 

To loke him on thouth me noulh lang ; 

His robe waa alle gold begane, 

Wel craftelike maked, I understande ; 
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AL9 Y TOD ON AY MOrNDAY. 

Botones aaurd, everlk ane, 
Fra his elbonthe ontil Ms hande ; 

Erdclik man was he nane ; 
Tbat in myn hert ich onderetande. 

Til him I sayde M sons on ane, 

For forthimiar I wald him fraine, 
" Gladii wald I wit thl name, 

And I wist wat roe mouthe gaine ; 
Thou ert so litel of fleshe and bane, 

And so mikel of mith and mayne, 
War vones thou, lilcl man, at hame? 

Wit of thee I wald ful faine." 

" Thoth 1 he litel and llth, 

Am y noth wylouten wane ; 
Ferii Trained thou wat hi hith, 

That thon salt noth wit my name ; 
My wonige slede ful wel es dyght, 

Nou Bone thou salt se at hame." 
Til bjm I sayde, " For Godcs mith. 

Let me forth myn erand gane." 

" The thar noth of thin erand lett«, 

Thouth thou come ay etonde wit me, 
Forther salt thou noth bi sette, 

Bi miles twa noyther bi three." 
Na linger durst I for him lette. 

But forth y funded wyt that free ; 
Stintid vs brok no beck ; 

Ferlich me thouth hu so mouth bee. 
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2lG ALS r YOD ON AT MOUNDAT. 

He vent forth, als y you say, » 

In at ay yate, y vnderstaiide ; 
In til ay yate wvndcmten nay ; 

It to se thoutli me noutli laiig. 
The bankers on the binkes lay. 

And fair lordea sett y fbnde ; w 

In ilka ay hirn y herd ay lay. 

And leuedys soth meloude sange. 

[Here there seems to be a break, and a new start 
made, with a tale told not on a Monday, but on a 
Wednesday,'] 

Lithe, bothc zonge and aide : 

Ofay worde y will you saye. 
Ay litel tale that roe was tald 

Erli on ay Wedenesdaye. 
A mody bam, that was ful bald. 

My friend that y frained aye, 
Al my gesing he me tald, 

And galid me als we went bi waye. 

" Miri man, that ea so wy th, 
Of ay tiling gif me answere : 
For him that mensked man wyt mith, 
Wat sal worth of this were ? &e. 
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THE ELPHIN KOTGHT. (See p. 128.) 

" The following transcript is a literal copy from the 
ori^nal in the Pepysian library, Cambridge." Moth- 
erwell's Minsfreh'j, Appendix, p. i. 

" A Proper New Ballad, entituled, The Wind hath 
bham my Plaid amay, or, A Dkcoursie belicici a young 
Maid and the Elphin-Knlght; To be sung with its 
own pleasant New Tune." 



The ElpKn Kniglit ats on j-on hlU, 

Ba, ha, ia, liili ha, 
He blowes his horn both loud and shril, 

The wind Itath hlown my plaid awa. 

He blowes it East, he Howes it West, 

Ba, ba, Sm. 
He hlowes it where he lyketh best 

The wind, &c. 

" I wish that horn were in my kist, 
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THE ELPniK KNIGHT, 
ad no sooner these words said, 



" Thou art over young a raaid," quo 

Ba, ba, &c. 
" Married mth. me thou U irouldst bi 
The tnitid, &o. 



" I have a sister 


younger than I, 


Ba, ba, &c. 




And she was married yesterday." 


The wmd, &c. 




" Married irith n: 


[eifthouwouldstbe, 


Ba, ba, &c. 






must do to mo. 


TJie «nnd, &c. 





" For thou mnat shape a sarfc to me, 

Ba, ha, &c. 
Without any cut or home," quoth he. 
The wind, &c. 

" Thou must shape it needle-and sbeerlesse. 



Another thou must do to m 
The wind, &c. 
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THE ELPHIN KNIGHT. 

" I have an aiker of good ley-land, 



Which lyeth low by yon sea-strand. 
The wind, &c. 



So thou must sow 


it with thy corn. 


The jeind, &o. 




" And h\gs a cart of stone and lyme, 


Ba, ba, &c. 




Eobin Kedbreast he must trad it hame. 


The mud, &o. 




" Thou must barn 


it in a mouse-hoU, 


Ba, ba, &c. 




And thrash it into 


thy shoes' solL 


The wind, &c. 




" And thou must i 


viuDow it in thy looff, 



And also seek it in thy glove. 
The wind, &c. 

" For thou must bring it over the sea, 

Ba, ba, &c. 
And thou must bring it dry home to me. 

The wind, &c. 

" When thou hast gotten thy turns well doi 

Ba, ba, &e. 
Then come to me and get thy sark then. 

The wind, &c." 
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THE ELrniN KNIGHT. 

" n not quite my plaid for my life, 

Ba, ba, &c. 
It haps my seven bairns and my wife. 

The ioind shall not blow my plaid ama." 

" My maidenhead II then keep still, 

Ba, ba, &e. 
Let the Elphin Knight do what he wilL 

The wind's not blown my pla'td awa." 

" My plaid cma, my plaid awa, 
And o'er the hill and far avia, 

And far awa, to Norrotaa, 

My plaid shall not be Woicn awa." 
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THE LAIDLET WOKM OF SPINDLESTON- 
HEUGH. See p. 137. 

" A BONO above 500 years old, made by the old 
mountain-bard, Duncan Frasier, living on Cheviot, 
A. D. 1270." 

This ballad, first publialied in Hutchinson's History 
of Noiihumberland, was the compositioD of Mr. Robert 
Lambe, vicar of Norham. Several stanzas are, how- 
ever, adopted from some ancient iale. It has been 
often printed, and is now taken from BJtson'a North' 
umberland Garland. 

The arailar story of TAe H'ormeo/iiMnfeio'i, versified 
by the Bev. J. Watson (compare Ormekampen and the 
cognate legends, Grundtvig, i. S43, also vol. viii. p. 
1 2 S, of this collection), may be seen in Eichardson's 
Borderers Tabk-Book, viii. 129, or iu Moore's Ph- 
torial Soot: of Ancient Ballad Poetry, p(^e 784. With 
the tale of the Lamblon Worm of Darkom agrees in 
many particulars that of the Worm of lAnton in Ro;c- 
burghshire. (See Scotl^s introduction ta Kempion, and 
Sir C. Sharpe's Bishopric Garland, p. 21.) It is high- 
ly probable that the mere coincidence of sound with 
Linden-Worm caused this last place to be selected as 
the suene of such a story. 



The king is gone from Bambrough Castle, 
Ijong may the princess mourn ; 

Long may she stand on the oasde wall, 
Looking for his return. 
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'•£ THE LAIDLET WOKM 

She las knotted the keys upon a string, 
And with her she has them ta'en. 

She has cast them o'er her left shoulder. 
And to the gate she is gane. 

She tripped out, she tripped in, 

She tript into the yard ; 
But it was more for the king's sake, 

Than for the queen's regard. 

It fell out on a day, the king 

Brought the queen with him home ; 

And all the lords in our country 
To welcome them did come, 

" welcome iather ! " the lady cries, 
" Unto your halls and bowers ; 

And 90 are you, my step-mother, 
For all that's here is yours." 

A lord aaid, wondering while she spake, 
" This princess of the North 

Surpasses all of female kind 
In beauty, and in worth." 

The envious queen replied, " At least. 
You might have excepted me ; 

In a few hours, I will her bring 
Down to a low degree. 

" I mil her hken to a laidley worm, 
That warps about the stone, 
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OF 9pindlt;ston-het7GH. 

And not till Chlldj' Wjiid comes back, 
Shall ska again be won." 

The princess stood at the bower door 
Langbing, who could her blame ? 

But e'er the next day's sun went down, 
A long worm she became. 

For seven miles east, and seven miles westi 

And seven miles north, and south, 
No blade of grass or com could grow, 
s her moutb. 



The milt of seven stately cows 

(It was costly her to keep) 
Was brought her daily, which she drank 

Before she went to sleep. 

At this day may be seen the cave 

Which held her folded np. 
And the stone trough, the very same 

Out of which she did sup. 

Word went east, and woi^ went west. 
And word is gone over the sea, 

That a laidley worm in Spindleston-Hcughs 
Would ruin the North Country. 

Word went east, and word went west, 

And over the sea did go ; 
The Child of Wynd got wit of if. 

Which filled bis heart with woe. 
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He called str^ght his merry mei 
They iJiirty were and three ; 

" I wish I were at Spiodleston, 
This di 



" We have no time now here to wast«, 

Hence quickly let ua sail : 
My only sister Margaret, 

Something, I fear, doth ail." 

They built a ship without delay, 

With masts of the rown tree. 
With flutring sails of ailk so fine, 

And set her on the sea. 

They went on board ; the wind with speed, 

Blew them along the deep ; 
At length they spied an huge square tower 

On a rock high and steep. 

The sea was smooth, the weather clear; 

When they approached nigher. 
King Ida's castle they well knew. 

And the hanks of Bambrouahsbire. 

The queen look'd out at her bower window, 

To see what she could see ; 
There she espied a gallant ship 

Saihng upon the sea. 

When she beheld the silken awls, 

FuU glancing in the sun. 
To sink the ship she sent away 

Her ■mtch wives every one. 
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OP SPINDLESTON-HEUGH. 

The ipells were vain ; tlie hags returned 
To the qaeen in sorrowful mood, 

Crying that witches have no power 
Where there ia rown-tree wood. 

Her last effort, she sent a boat, 

Which in the haven lay, 
With armed men to board the ship, 

But they were driven away. 

The worm lept out, the worm lept down, 

She plaited round the stone ; 
And ay as the ship came lo the land 

She banged it off again. 

The Child then ran out of her reach 

The ship on Budley-sand, 
And Jumping into the shallow sea. 

Securely got to land. 

And now he drew his berry-brown sword,. 

And laid it on her head ; 
And swore, if she did harm to- him. 

That he would strike hep dead. 

" O quit thy sword, and bend thy bow, 

And give me kisses three ; 
For though I am a poisonoua ■worm, 

No hurt 111 do to thee. 

" O quit thy sword, and bend thy bow, 

And give me kisses three ; 
If Tm not won e'er the sun go down, 

Won I shall never be." 

101, berry-broad. 
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.(i THE LAIDLET WORM 

He quitted, iia sword, and bent his bow, 

He gave her kisses three ; 
Sbe crept into a hole a worm, 

But out Btept a lady. 

No clothing had this lady fine, 
To keep her from the cold ; 
He took his mantle from him about, 
And round her did it fold. 

He has taken his mantle from him abont, 

And in it he wrapt her in, 
And they are up to Bambrough eastie, 

As faat as they can win. 

His absence, and her serpent shape, 

The king had long deplored ; 
He now rejoyced to see them both 

Again to him restored. 

The qtieen they wanted, whom they found 

All pale, and sore afraid, 
Because she knew her power must yield 

To Childy Wynd's, who said, 

" Woe be to thee, thou wicked witch ; 

An ill death mayest thou dee ; 
As thou my sister hast lik'ned, 

So lik'ned shalt thou be. 

" I will torn you into a toad. 

That on the ground doth wend ; 

And won, won shalt thou never be. 

Till this world hath an end." 
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OF SriNDLESTON-HEUSH. 

Now on (he sand near Ida's tower, 
She crawls a loathsome load, 

And venom spits on every maid 
She meets upon her road. 

Tho virgins all of Bambrough town 
Will swear that they have seen 

This spiteful toad, of monstrous size, 
Whilst walking they have been. 

All folka believe within the ahire 

This story to he true. 
And they all run to Spindleston, 

The cave and trough to view. 

This fact now Dvinean Frasier, 

Of Cheviot, sings in rhime, 
Lest Bambroughshire men should forget 

Some part of It in time. 
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LORD DINGWALL. (See p. 152.) 



Wb were sisters, sisters seven, 
Bowing down, bowing down ; 

The fairest women under beaven. 
And aye the birks a-iowing. 

They kieat kevela them araang, 
Wha wou'd to the grenewood gang. 

The bevels they gicd thro' the ta', 
And on the youngest it did fa'. 

Now she must to the grenewood gang 
To pu' the nuts in grenewood hang. 

She hadna tarried an hour btit ane, 
Till she met wi' a highlan' groom. 

He keeped her sae late and lang, 
Till the evening set, and birds they s; 

He ga'e to her at their parting, 
A ehain o' gold, and gay gold ring : 
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LORD DINGWALL. 

And three loeka o' hia yellow hair : 
Bade her keep them for evermair. 

When six lang montlis were come and 
A courtier to this laiiy caroe. 

Lord Dingwall courted this lady gay, 
Aod so he set their wedding-day. 



As she was riding the way along, 
She began to make a heavy moan, 

" What ails you, lady," the hoy said, ; 

" Tliat ye seem sae dissatisfied ? 

" Are ttie hridle reins for yoa too strong ? 
Or the stirraps for you too long ? " 

" But, little boy, will ye tell me, 
The fashions that are in your oountrie ? " i 

" The fashions in our ha' I'll tell, 
And o' them a' I'll warn you well. 

" When ye eome in upon the floor, 
His mither will meet you wi' a golden chair. 

" But be ye maid, or be ye nane, 
Unto the high seat make ye boun. 

" Lord Din^atl aft has been begall'd, 
By girls whom young men hae defiled. 
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LORD DINGWALL. 



When she came in upon the floor, 
His mother met her wi" a, golden chair. 



He quickly jumped upon the floor, 
And said, " I've got a vile rani: whore." 

Unto big mother he made hla moan, 
Saya, " Mother dear, I am undone. 

" Te've aft tald, when I brought Aem hame 
Whether they were maid or uane. 

" I thought rd gotten a maiden bright, 
I've gotten but a waefu' wight. 

" I thought I'd gotten a maiden clear, 
But gotten but a vile rank whore." 



" I wonder wha'a tauld that gay ladie, 
The &shion into our couutrie." 
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> DINGWALL. 



" It is jour little boy I blame, 
Whom ye did send to bring ber bame." 



Then to the lady she did go, 
And said, " O Lady, let me know 



" Who has defiled your fefr bodie ? 
Te're the first that bas beguiled me. 



" For to pu' the finest flowers, 
To put around our summer bowers. 



" Unto the grenewood I did gang, 
And pu'd the nuts as they down hang. 



" I hadna stay'd an hour but ane. 
Till I met mi' a highlan' groom. 



" He fceeped me sae late and lang. 
Till the erening set, and birds they m 



" He gae to me at our parting, 
A chMii of gold, and gay gold i 
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LORD DINGWALL. 

" And three looks o' bia yellow htur : 
Bade me keep them for evermair. 

" Then for to show I make nae lie. 
Look je 107 trank, and ye nill see." 



Then she did to her ain eon go, 

And said, " My son, ye' II let me know. 



" Ye will tell to me this thing : — 
What did yo m' my wedding-ring ? " 



" Mother dear, I' 11 tell nae lie : 
I gave it to a gay ladie. 



" I would gie a" my ha's and towers, 
I had this bird within my bowers." 



" Keep well, keep well, your lands and strands, 
Ye hae that bird within yonr hands. 



" Now, my son, to your bower ye' 11 go ; 
Comfort your ladie, she's full o' woe," 



Now when nine months were e 
The lady she brought hame a 
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It was written on his breast-bane, 
Lord Dingwall was tiis father's name. 



He's ia'en his young son in his arms, 
And aye he prais'd lu3 lovely charms. 



gi'cn hJxB k^^es three, 
A fbp,n of^ >o hia ladie. 
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HYNDE ETIN. (Seep. 179.) 

From Elnlouli's AMieal ScoUiiJi Ballads, p. aSS. 

Mat Marg'rbt stood in her bouer door, 
Kaiming doun ber yellow hair ; 

She spied some nuts growin in the wud, 
And wiah'd that she was there. 

She has plaited her yellow louks 

A little abune her bree ; 
And she has kilted her petticoats 

A little below her knee ; 
And she's aff to Mulberry wud, 

As fast as she could gae. 

She had na pu'd a nut, a nut, 

A nut but barely ane, 
Till up started the Hynde Etin, 

Saya, " Lady I let thae alane." 

" Mulberry wuds are a' my ain ; 
My father gied them me, 
To sport and play when I thought langi 
And they sail na be tane by thee." 
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HYNDE ETIN. 

And ae she pu'd the titter berrie, 

Na thinking o' tlie skaith ; 
And saJd, " To wrang ye, Hyode Etin, 

I wad be unco laitb." 

But he has tane her by the yellow locks, 

Aad tied her till a tree, 
And said, " For sliuhting my cominanda, 

An. ill death shall ya dree." 

He pu'd a tree out o' the wud, 

The biggest that was there ; 
And he howkit a cave monie fathoms deep, 

And put May Marg'ret there, 

" Now rest ye there, ye saucic may ; 
My wuds are free for thee ; 
And ^f I tak ye to myaell. 
The better ye' 11 like me." 

Na rest, na rest May Marg'ret took, 

Sleep she got never nane ; 
Her ba^k lay on the cauld, cauld floor, 

Her head upon a stanc. 

" tak me out," May Marg'ret cried, 
O tak me hamc to thee ; 
And 1 sail be yoar bounden page 
Until the day I dee." 

He took her out o' the dungeon deep, 

And awa wi' him she's gane ; 
But sad was the day an earl's dochter 

Gaed hame wi' Hynde Eda. 
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It fell out anCQ upon a day, 

Hynde Erin's to ttic. Imnting gane," 

And he has tane wi' him bis eldest son, 
For to carry his game. 

"01 wad ask you something, fether, 

An ye wadna angry be ; " — 
"Ask on, ask on, my eldest son, 

Ask onie tiling at me." 

" My mother'a cheeks are aft times weet, 
Alas I they are seldom dry ; " — 

"Na wonder, na wonder, my eldest son, 
Tho' she should brnst and die, 

" For your mother was an earl'a doohter, 
Of noble htrth and tame ; 
And now she's wile o' Hynde Etin, 
Wha ne'er got chriatendame. 

" But we'll shoot the laverock in the lift, 
The hnntlin on the tree ; 
And ye'U tak them hame to your mother. 
And see if she'll comforted ho." 



" I wad ask ye sometling, mother, 
An' ye wadna angry be ; " — 

" Ask on, ask on, my eldest eon, 
Ask onie thing at me." 
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HTNDE ETIN. 

" Tour cheeks they are aft times weet, 
Alas I they're seldom dry ; "— 

" Na wonder, na wonder, my eldest son, 
Tho' I should brast and die. 

" For 1 was ance an earl's dochter, 
Of noble birth and fame; 
And now I am the wife of Hynde Etm, 
Wha ne'er got ehristendajne." 
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SIR OLtTF AND THE ELF-KraC'S 
DAUGHTER, (Seep. JB2.) 

This is a translation by Jamicson (Popular Ballads 
and Songs, i. 219), of tie Danish £te3jtud (Abraham- 
son, i. 237). Lewis has ^ven a version of the same 
in the Tales of Wonder, (No. 10.) The correspond- 
ing Swedish ballad, The Elf- Woman and Sir Olof 
(Afeelius, iii. 165) is translated by Keightley, Fairy 
Mythology, p. 84. This ballad occurs also in Norae, 
Faroish, and Icelandic. 

Of the same class are Elfer Hill, (from the Danish, 
Jamieson, i. 225; from the Swedish, Keightley, 86; 
through the German, Tales of Wonder, No. 6:) Sir 
Olof in the ElueSance, (Keightley, 82 ; Literaiitre 
and Romance of Northern Europe, by William and 
Mary Howitt, i. 269 :) The Merman and Mdrstig's 
Daughter, (from the Danish, Jamieson, i. 210 ; Tales 
of Wonder, No. II :) the Breton tale of Lord Nann 
and the Korrigan, (Keightley, 433 ;) three Slavic bal- 
lads referred to by Grandtvig, (Elveskud, ii. Ill:) 
Sir Peter of Slauffenhcrgh and the Mermaid, (from the 
German, Jamieson, llluUralions of Northern Antiqui- 
ties, 267,) and lie well-fcaown Fischer of Goethe. 
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B KAUCiHTEB. 



Sir Olof tie tend has ridden aae wide, 
AU imto his bridal feast to bid. 



And lightly the elves, sae feat and free. 
They dance all under the greenwood tree 



And there danced four, and there danced five ; 
The Elf-King's daughter she reekit bilive. 



Her hand to Sir Oluf sae lair and free ; 
" O welcome. Sir Oluf, come dance wi' me 



" To dance wi' thee ne dare I, ne may ; 
The mom it is my bridal day," 



" come. Sir Oluf, and dance wi' me; 
Twa buckskin boots I'll gjve to thee; 



" Twa buckskin bools, thai sit aae fair, 
Wi' gilded spurs sae rich and rare. 



" And hear ye, Sir Oluf I come dance w 
And a silken sark I'll give to thee ; 



" A silken sark sae while and fine. 
That my mother bleached in tlie moonshine." 
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300 SIR OLUF, AND THE 

" I dareoa, I maunna come dauce wl' tbee ; 
For the mom my bridal day maun be." 

" O hear ye, Sir Oluf ! come dance wi' me, 
And a helmet tf goud I'll give to thee." 

" A helmet o' goud I well may ba'e ; 
But dance wi' tbee.ne dare I, ne may." 

" And winna thou dance, Sir Oluf, wi' me ? 
Then sickness and p^n shall follow tbee 1 " 

She'a smitten Sir Oluf — it slrak (o his heart; 
He never before had kent sic a smart; 

Then lifted him up on his ambler red ; 
" And now, Sir Oluf, ride bame to thy bride." 



" O hear ye. Sir Oluf, my ain dear s( 
Wbareto is your lire sae blae and v 



" O well may my lire be wan and blae, 
For I ba'e been in the elf-womens' play." 



" O hear ye, Sir Oluf, my son, my pride. 
And what shall I say to thy young bride ? " 



" Te'll say, that Tve ridden but into the wood. 
To prieve gin my horse and hounds are good.' 
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i DAUGUTEB. 



" Sir Oluf has ridden but into the wood, 
To priuve gin his horse and hounds are g 



And she took up flic scarlet red, 
AndlLore lay Sir Oluf, and he was dead! 



an it was day, 

n frae the oastle away ; 



Sir Oluf the leal, and his bride ei 
And hia Blither, that died wi' soit 



And lightly the elves sae feat and free, 
They dance all under the greenwood tre 
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FRAGMENT OF THE D^MON LOVER. 
(See p. 201.) 

(Motherwell's Hmslrdsy, p. II.) 

"I HAVE aeyen ships upon the sea, 
Laden witL the finest gold, 
And mariners to wait us upon; — 
All these you may behold. 

"And 1 have shoes for my love's feet, 
Beaten of the purest gold. 
And lined wi' the yelvet soft, 
To keep my love's feet from the cold. 

" how do you love the ship," he said, 

" Or how do you love the sea ? « 

And how do you love the bold 
That wait upon thee and me 5 

" O I do love the ship," she said, 
" And I do love the sea ; 
But woe be to the dim mariners, 
That nowhere I can see." 

They had not a!u!ed a mile awa' 

Never a mile but one, 
"When she began to weep and m 

And to think on her little wee 
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FRAGMENT OF THE D^MOS LOVEE, 303 

" iold your tongue, my dear," he said, 
" And let all your weeping abee, 
For I'll soon show to you how the lilies grow 
On the hanks of Italy." 

They bad not sailed a mile awa', ai 

Never a mile hut two, 
Until she espied his cloven foot, 

From his gay rohes sticking thro', 

They had not sailed a mile awa'. 

Never a mile hut three, »» 

When dark, dark, grew his eerie looks, 

And raging grew the sea. 

They had not sailed a mile awa', 

Never a mile but four, 
When the little wee ship ran round about, u 

And never was seen more 1 



iiM=^i>,Googlc 



CONSTANTISE AND AEETE. Seep. 217. 

Wcaedbd h 11 win nf 

Om nh a d i i & phoc f Ha rd 

Col d m Fa s m 

bined w Ii a p Z mb A fiar A jto 

anil wh tokdwnmh lanf 

a Cretan w man Th a 6 h k I 



T^i- Kip!) rr/ poiiaKpi/Si) 7-^1' iroiVuay[Mn)fi(ViJ, 
T^u (Ix^s em8«u XP'"'"' *' ^-^'ot StV ffoO T^i/ (7B<, 
'S Ta TicoTeivQ Trff ifXtniyeSj *s t' drj>ryya r^i/ tTrKfKfS^ 
'S T HCTTpij Ko'i 'i Tot nvycpivo Ta fipKiiaiics ra tryavptt 

TTjS. 1 

'H yfiTovca Sev ^^tpe jrat elx^s dvyaripa, 
Kol jr/io|£Ma croO ijifpoi-f dwu r^ BuSuXcojt;. 

" Aot rrjre. fidi-™, 6dt rrjre t^v 'Apsr^ 't ra |e™, 
Nd 'j;cu •:' iyui Trapr]yopia 's n) arpdra itoS SiajSirii'iu." i» 

" ^pttfifios ttiriUf KdjoTQ/TT/, /** S^x^f^ ajii\oyij0ijs • 
'Aw T^xn TiVpa yi ^api, Totot fld ftoO r^PE ^e'pij ; " 

To 6eo T^t 0dvn fyyvT^ rai Tois liyioit fiapTvpavc, 
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Kal odr Tf)V iitavTpe^avc Tijv 'KptTrj 's to ^(va, 15 

'Epx*TOl XP°"'^ diafipTos Kal of iwia jrt6aiiai'. 
"E/iCffTf 1^ fiAvva lLova^r^ irav KaKa^ia *r top Kafiiro- 

*5 Tov KaKTTavriifiv t6 da<l>Tio dvttnra ra ^aXXid njf ' 

To 6eb iiav 'j3dX« (yyurij Kal Toiis aywiis liapripaw, 
Av rixri sriKp" Tl X°P" ™ J^* ™ f"" '^'' <?>*«!«•" 

KavE£ tA avyvttpo SkoyOt Kai t Surrpo traXt^dpi, 
Kai ri tjieyyapi irvvrpotpta "rai maei I'i T^i-e 4*^Pli' ** 

SpicKPi TTiv Kai j^evi^tnuTai S^ov *f to ifteyyapaKi. 
Awo/iaKpia rfiv j^aiptrdti Kai d?ro/HUrj)(a Tijs \tyei. 
"Fia eXa, 'ApwoiiXa p,oii, Kvpdva fias crt flsX«." 

'Ac ^i"' X^M '' ""^ mrin fiaf, ra (3aXo) TO XP"™ /iou, «o 

" MijSf irUpa in)5i x^P" ' ' ^o "' Kofliit firroi." 
*2 rq trrpara nov SiafiaivaM, 's t!) (rrpara iroii jrayaivav, 
Akovv noiAia Kai KiXaBoui', dtovu jrouXia koI Xe'w ■ 

" ria dtr KojreXo ofiopif ij iia crepin; dirtSojiri'ot I " 33 
"'AKotiireE, KdKTTamiKij yiou, ri XeVf tA jrouXatia; " 

"nouXoKia Ve Kul fit KtXnSovp, jrouXoKia 've Koi fls 

XiW." 

Ea( TTO/HiKfi TTOU Trdyair/CEr' Kal SWa jrovhia tovs X^'yap ■ 

Ntl jrepTfoToiip a! faj/TOrai pt Toit djredapii'oui ; " *0 

""AnoucrfE, KiB(n-aiTd«;i) pou, ri \iirt ri jrouXoKHi ; " 
" riouXoKia 'ft Ka! ^s KiXafioSi', jrouXoKla 'we Kal fil X(W." 

'' *o^oiJpo/ it' dSep^dsi pou, Kal Xi,8oj«ts pupiftit." 
" 'EjijTst 0pa8is or^yopf Karoj "r roe 'A'iyiain"), 
K' iBipiaae pOE i TraTrSs pe to iroXu Xi^di.!." a 

Kal n-QptpJtpot TTOU tt^ow, Kal nXXaTrouXiil lottXEw 
" Q Se ppyoXoSui'apt, p*ydXo ftipo Riii'eit ! 
TtTota jrai^pija Xuyep^ wl irtpiTj iwr(3apeTOE ! " 

T" nKowrt jroXt f) 'Aper}/ k" ippayur 7 Kap8ia ttji • 
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306 CONSTANTINE AND ARETE. 

"'Anovars, Kmo-rajTai:!; yiou, n' Xtw ra irouXaitia ; m 
nit /lou irotJ '!■' rd finXXaeta (Tou, rh jtijyoupo /loioTa^i j " 

" Kiyahi] dppaiiTTia fi' (Vprjxe, /i fppi^f rov SavaToo." 
BploKouv TO (nriri K>iei5ari KXtiSofiaPTafiaiievo, 
Koi TO (TiriTOTrapaffiipa wov 'tov apa^vuurnei»i • 

"'Amijf, /lawra p', Svoi^f, ttoi vi T^f 'Apen} trou." U 
'"Ap 70-01 Xopof, SiQ/3oii^, xal ShXa iraiSia bit- e^" " 
II SoKrja 'A/?fTovXa /lou XfiTTft /j-oKpia *s rit ^iva" 

" A™i|f , (lawi/u fi', awoi^E, K tyoi ' fxai 6 KtijirrQVT^E 

To Sio oou ')3iiXa eyyvTr/ m! Toit Q-)iiDUf papripoui, 
*hii Tvxs TTi'irpa y^ X"?" "^ ^"^ ''^ "^ '''I" 't'ip'''" "> 
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C0N8TANTIWB AND ARBTE. 

MOTHEK, tbou with thy nine socs, and witlt one 

only daughter, 
Thine only daughter, well beloved, the dearest of thy 

eiiUdren, 
For twelve yeara thou didst keep the maid, the eon 

did not behold her, 
Whom in the darkness thou didst bathe, in secret braid 

her tresses. 
And by the starlight and the dawn, didst wind her 

curling ringlels, 
Nor knew the neighborhood that thou didst have so 

fair a daughter, — 
When came to thee from Babylon a woer'a soft 

entreaty : 
Eight of the brothers yielded not, but Constantine 

consented. 
" O mother give thine Arete, bestow her on the 

stranger. 
That I may have her solace dear when far away I 

wander." 
" Though thou art wise, my Constantine, thou hast 

unwisely spoken : 
Be woe my lot or be it joy, who will restore my 

daughter?" 
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308 CONSTANTINE AND ARETE. 

He calls to witness God above, he calU the holy 

martyrs, 
Be woe her lot, or be it joy, lie would restore her 

daughter ; 
And when they wedded Arete, in that far dietant 

country, 
Then comes the year of sorrowing, and all the nine 

did perish. 
AH lonely was the mother left, like a reed alone in 

the meadow; 
O'er the eight graves she beats her breast, o'er eight is 

heard her wailing, 
And at the tomb of ConstanlJne, she rends her hair 

in anguish. 
"Arise, my Constanline, arise, for Arete I lan- 

On God to witness thou didst call, didst call the holy 

martyrs. 
Be woe my lot or be it joy, thou wouldst restore my 

daughter." 
And forth at midnight hour he fares, the silent tomb 



He makes the cloud his flying steed, he makes the star 

his bridle, 
And by the silver moon convoyed, to bring her home 

he journeys : 
And finds her combing down her locks, abroad by 

silvery moonlight, 
And greets the maiden from afar, and from afar 

bespeaks her. 
"Arise, my Aretula dear, for thee our mother 

" Alas ! my brother, what is this ? what wouldst at 
such an hour 7 
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CONSTANTISE AND ARETE. 309 

If joy betide our distaat home, I wear my golden 

If woe betide, dear brother mine, I go as now I'm 
standing." 
"Think not of joy, think not of woe — return as here 
thou fitandest." 
And while tbey journey on the may, all on the way 

returning. 
They bear tbe Birds, and what they sing, and what the 
Birds are saying. 
" Ho I see the maiden all so fair, a Ghost it is that 
bears her." 
"Ifidst hear the Birds, my Constantino, didst list to 
what they're saj-ing ? " 
"Yes: they are Birds, and let them ^ng, they're 
Birds, and let them chatter:" 
And yonder, as tbey journey on, still other Birda 
salute them. 
" What do we see, unhappy ones, ah I woe is fallen 

liO 1 there (he living sweep along, and with the dead 
they travel." 
" Didst hear, my brother Conatantine, what yonder 
Birds are sajing ? " 
" Yea I Birds are they, and let them sing, they're Birds, 
and let them chatter." 
" I fear for thee, my Brother dear, for thou dost 
breathe of incense." 
"Last evening late we visited the church of Saint 

Johannes, 
And there the priest perfbmed me o'er with clouds of 
fragrant incense." 
And onward as they hold their way, still other Birds 
bespeak them : 
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310 CONSTANTINE AND ARETE. 

" O God, how wondrous is thy power, what miracles 

thou workest! 
A maid so gracious and so fair, a Ghost it is that 

bears her : " 
Twaa heard again by Arete, and now her heart 

was breaking ; 
" Didst hearken, brother Constantine, to what the Binis 

are saying ? 
Say where are now thy waving locks, thy strong thick 

beard, where is it ? " 
" A ^ckness sore has me befallen, and brought me 

near to dying." 
They find the house a!! locked and barred, they find 

it barred and bolted, 
And all the windows of the bouse with cobwelia 

covered over. 
"Unlock, mother mine, unlock, thine Arete thou 

" If thou art Charon, get thee gone — I have no other 
children : 

My hapless Arete afar, in stranger lands is dwell- 
ing." 
"Unlock, O mother mine, unlock, thy Constantine 
entreats thee. 

I called to witness God above, I called the holy 
martyrs. 

Were woe thy lot, or were it joy, I would restore tby 
daughter." 
And when unto the door she came, her soul from 
her departed. 
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THE HAWTHORN TREE. 



A Mery Ballet of the Hathome Tre, from a MS, in 
the Cotton Library, Vespaaan, A. axv. The MS. haa 
" G. Peele " appended to it, but in a hand more mod- 
ern than the ballad. Mr. Dyce, with very good reason, 
" doubts " whether Feele is the author of the ballad, 
but haa printed it, Peele's Woriis, ii. 256. It is given 
also by Evans, i. 342, and pardj in Chappell'a Popu- 
lar Mitsk, i. 64. 

The trae character of this piece would never be 
euspected by one readmg it in English. The same is 
true of the German, where the ballad ia very common, 
and much pretder than in Enghsh, e. g. Das MiUlchen 
und die Hasel, Das Madchen vnd der Sagebanm, 
Erk'a Liederkort, Ko. 83, five copies ; Hoffmann, 
Schlesische Volkalieder, No. 100, three copies, elc. In 
Danish and Swedish we find a circumstantial story 
Jomfruen i Linden, Grimdtvlg, No. 66 ; Linden^ Sven- 
ska Folhtisor, No. 87. The tree is an enchanted 
damael, one of eleven children transformed by a step- 
mother into variona lesa troublesome things, and the 
epell can he removed only by a kiss from the king's 
son. By the intervention of the maiden, this rite is 
performed, and the beautiful linden is changed to as 
beautiful a young woman, who of course becomes the 
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prince's bride. A Wendisfi ballad resembling the 
German is given by Haupt and Si;hmaler, and ballads 
akin to the Uani^b, are found in Slovcnsk and Litfa- 

It was a maide of my countrfe. 
As she came by a hathorne-tre, 
As full of flowers as might be seen, 
' She ' merveld to se the tree so grene. 

At last she asked of this tre, » 

" Howe came this freshness unto the, 
And every branche so faire and cleane r 
I mervaile that you growe so grene." 



The Ire ' made ' answere by and by : 

" I have good causse to growe triumphantly ; i» 

The swetest dewe that ever be sene 

Doth fall on me to kepe me grene." 

" Tea," quoth the maid, " but where you growe, 
You atande at hande for every blowe ; 
Of every man for to be seen ; » 

I mervaile that you growe so grene." 

" Though many one take flowers from me. 
And manye a branche out of my tre, 
I have suche store they wyll not be sene, w 
For more and more my 'twegges' growe grene." 

20. twedges. 
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" But howe and they ehaunce to cut the downe, 
And carry thie braunches into the towne? 
Then will they never no more be sene 
To growe againe so freshe and grene." 

"Tiiough that you do, yt ya no boote ; a 

Althoughe they cut me lo the roote. 

Next yere againe I will be sene 

To bude my branches freshe and grene. 

" And you, faire maide, canne not do so ; 

For yf you let joure niaid-hode goe, » 

Then will yt never no more be sene. 

As I with my braunches can growe grene." 

The maide wyth that beganne to blushe. 
And turned her from the hat horn e-bushe ; 
She ihough[t]e herselffe so faire and clene, » 
Her bewtie styll would ever growe grene. 

"Whan that she harde this marvelous dowbte, 
She wandered styll then all aboute, 
Suspecting still what she would wene, 
Her maid-heade lost would never be seen. » 

Wyth many a sighe, she went her waye, 
To ae howe she made herselff so gay, 
To walke, to se, and to be sene, 
And so out-faced the hathorne grene. 
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Besides all that, jt put her in feare 
To talke with companje unye where, 
For feare to losse the thinge that shuld be si 
To growe as were the hathorne grene. 

But after this never could I here 
Of thia feire mayden any where, 
That ever she was in forest sene 
To talke againe of the hathorne grene. 
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ST. STEPHEN AND HEROD. 



This eurioua little ballad was sung as a carol for 8t. 
Stephen's Day. Its counterpart is found iii'Danish 
(though not in an ancient form), printed in Erik Pon- 
toppidan's book on the relics of Heathenism and Pa- 
pistry in Denmark, 1736 (Jesusharnel, Stefan, oij 
Herodes, Grundtvig, No. 96). There is also a similar 
ballad in Faroish, Only a slight trace of the story is 
now left in the Swedish Slaffans Visa (ScemJca F. V., 
No. 99), which is sung aa a carol on St. Stephen's Day, 
as may very well have been the case with the Danish 
and Faroish ballads too. 

The miracle of the roasted cock occurs in many 
other legends. The earliest mention of it is in Vin- 
cent of Beauvais'a Speculum Hkloriale, L. xxv. c. 64. 
It is commonly ascribed to St. James, sometimes to the 
Vii^n. (See the preface to the ballad in Grundtvig, 
and to Southey's PUffrim to Composlella.) We meet 
with it in another English carol called The Carnal * 
and the Oone, printed in Saadys's collection, p. 153, 
ftom a broadside copy, corrupt and almost unintelli- 
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n places. The stanzas wbieb contain 
e the following ; 

There was n star in the West land. 

So bright ii^ did appear 
Into King Herod's ohfloiber, 

And where King Herod were. 

The Wise Men soon espied !t^ 
And told the king on high, 

A princely hahe was bora that aight 
No king could e'er destroy. 

« If this be tmo," King Herod said, 



The cock soon freshly feather'd was, 

By the work of God's own hand, 
And then three fences crowed he. 

In the dish where he did sland. 

" Rise up, rise up, yon merry men all, 

See that you ready be; 
AU children under two years old 

Kow slain they all shall be." 

Setnt Stevene was a clerk in kyng HeFowiJes 

halie, 
And servyd him of bred and doth, as ever kyng 

befalle. 

Stevyn out of kechon cam, wyth horis hed on 

honde ; 
He saw a sterr was fayr and br}'g!it over Bedlem 

stonde. 



2. befalle, b^elL 
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He kjst adodo the bores hed, and went into tlie 

talk : < 

"1 forsake tie, kyrg Herowdes, and thi werkes 



" I forsak the, kyng Herowdes, and thi werkes alle : 
Ther is a chyld in IJedlem bom is beter than we 
alle." 

" Quhat eylyt the, Stevene ? quhat is the befalle ? 

Lakkyt the eyther mete or drjnk in kyng 

Herowdes balle ? " lo 

" Lakit me neyther mete ne drynk in kyng 

Herowdes halle : 
Ther is a chyld in Bedlem bora is beter than we 

alle." 

"Quhat eylyt the, Stevya? art thu wod, oT thu 

gynnyst to brede ? 
Lakkyt the eytiar gold or fe, or ony ryche wede ? " 

"Lakyt 'me' neyther gold ne fe, ne non ryche 
Ther is a chyld in Bedlem bom xal helpen us at 

" That is al so soth, Stevyn, al so soth, i-wys, 
As this capon crowe xal that lyth her iu myn dysh." 

6. kjBtjCMt 9. ejljt, ailtlh. 13. wod, mad: gynnjat to 
brade, begiatual to enltrlaht capHciouiJaricies, like & woman, 
&o. 14. fe, vmgea: wade, clolhei. 10. ne, nw. 16. sail, 
AalL 17. BoHi, true : i-vys, for a cerUmUy. 
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That word was not ao sone seyd, that word in that 

halle, 
The capon crew, CHKiSTtrs NATU3 est I among 

the lordes alle. »i 

" Ejsyt np, myn turmentowres, be to and al be 

And ledyt Stevyn out of this town, and etonjt 
hym wydi ston." 

Tokyn he Sleyene, and stonyd hym in the way ; 
And therefor is his evyn on Crystes owyn day. 
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E^ Figures placed after worda denota the pages in wliicli 



«,<«<. 


at, 298,0/. 


a', aU. 


atiayat, <ei«. 


abee, abene, 6i. 


anght,«ioerf. 


aboon, abune, aJmie. 


^^ns<,.g^,mxe 


ti>y, pas far. 


avow, EOID. 




awa, ™os. 


J, aye^nai. 




abiQ, Mmd. 


ay, a. 


aim, iVwi. 


ajaat. beyond. 


aid, old. 




all sud 3om9, e<uh and alt. 


ba', Soa 


als,o,. 


baoiefysyke, 32. 


ab, fltoi. 


bade,pras<il/w. 


ance, anes, once. 


bade, oioife, staHi. 


appone, apon. 


baimlT, cJdldSke. 




bald, iofrf. 


arblast-bow, cross-6i5iP. 


bale, Wrae,Jfre. 


a™, jy«-.. 


bale, haitae, rain, 


arena, oi-e noi. 


ban", ioand. 


ariglite, foWWrfo/. 


bane, bime. 


armoiie, 237, ionJ o/" armtd 


bauksrs, 276, am 



aJ^k, nfiui^ a Hn^ e^ lizard. baxD, i^i^ wighL 

askrjede, described. beck, Jfreais. 

asurd, azured, blae. bedoae, 8, bedeekerL 
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begane, iedethed, boun, Joon. 

begynae the liord, til al Ihe boun, ready ; make ye bonn, 
AeotJ q/' Sit table, 269, boun, IG?, ga ilrot^U- 

beii, ^oiB^Ji, r«orfj. bourdes, Jeels. 

bent, pJaiu, ^eid, (ftoni tbe borne, bower, chaiaier, 

eoarsfl grass growing on bouted, bnlied, 

open lands); bentis, bents, bown, reaJi/, readi/ to go. 

coarse ffross. bowrd, jest. 

beryde, 98, cried,madeaniaae. brade, broad. 

beae, icffl or sftoii he. brae, fti([-au&. 

best man, bride's, 85, hridei- braet, fiurjt 

best maid, or bridesmaid), braw, braee.fiae. 

bestedde, Hrcamstaiiced. bccc, brow. 

bi, Je. breniog, Sumtnj. 

bierly, 148, proper, beoomitig, brent, hvmt. . 



comfwtable. 


brether, 26, Srefftren. 


tigg,/>uild. 


bcicht, iris*(. 


biUv«, ^idfhly. 


brimes, anters. 


BilJy Blind, oc Billy Blin, 


britled, 15, britlened, 106, cvl 


o Snaoait, or domestic 




fairy. 


brok, ii™i!. 


binlies, bmcies. 


broom-cow, Inah of imwi. 


bird, Wj. 


brook, ™;(Jj, preserve. 


birk, birch. 




biried. 211, poBTtti out drink. 


bmnt, Surni. 


or drank. 


bryste, iurai. 


blae, (iiiii 


bue,aS4,236,yWrf 


blee, color, longileiion. 


bagyle, iwn. 


blawe, 69, wuwfodaiorn. 


bunge, 239? 


blin, bljn, slop, cease. 


bunlia, buntlin, black/drd; al. 


bogle, jpscii-e, goblin. 


smod-iarir. 


bone.ioon. 


burd, maid, lady. 


boome,2ST. Qy. goome,miMf 


burd-alane, alone. 


bord, table. 


Burlow-beanie, 241, namet^ 


borrow, iland surety Jbr, ran- 


a fiend or ^iHt. 




burn, brook. 


bonir, chamber, dadUng. 


•aask, dress, ■moke ready. 
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hot, 203, (Old; but and, and cockward, eucMil. 

oiw coft, boai/lil- 

T)jiinAbv,tlraiglUtmiy, cpiflar, 200, coif, hiad-drest, 

bydeene, 13, continiioualy, in capt 

numifn cold, could, iTem i vaed as an 

byggi', Auiiuls. aaxiliays aUh the mjfnjiioe 

bygone, bedecied. to txpnai n p'VU time ; e. g. 

bylioQjs, dtJoBM. he cold fling, he fiang. 

byleve, 98, remain. oolayoe, Collen, Culoi/ae itetU 

bjrde, bid^. cam'ays,237,(0;'iiHunii»r, dit- 

Dyre, foioJioBM. coarM. 
bymanile, iurHinj. 

iatUtitg io parlHtputtOA. 

ca', caff. CDOst, cooiitcii, catt. 

can, (sometimes gan,) used at couth, cmtld, kiieis, uaferjiDoA 

tm Buxitiary icilh an infini- covent, tonceiit. 

liTt mood, Ui txprtis ilie jioil conr'nie-dao, 171, like cnr- 

taat af a terb. doo, name fur a dove, from 

Oarknet, necklact. its cooing. 

cailine, feirude of churl, oU craftelika, craflHi/. 

Komita, crapot^, 99. (jy. cramasee, 

carlisl, 37, churllih. crinnoa t 



carp, talk, Idt alBrki. 


ccopoure, crupper. 


ciM,pt««aed. 


crowt,12,(w(«^. 


chttlmer, chairAer. 




channerin', fretting. 


CUre,ar9,««l 






obese, ehoote. 


dag-dnrk, dagger, d!ri. 


6\KSS,Jesi,Ur,^ 


domnsee, damsm. 




dang, beat, Uratk. 


chli], child, yoang man. 


dasso, dais, raised i>!alf<r. 




daunlon, dntmL 


Chrisleaing. 


decay, dealruction. 




deo, die. 


claea, clolke>. 


dee, do. 


clapping, fondling. 


deid, dea&. 


clear, clere, ftdr, meraBy 


dele, dell, part. 


pare. 


ieas, 101, daily. 
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de™,A«™. 


This nwfiV day, as y fortll 


dame, secret. 


ferde." 


des, dese, daii, eleixUed plat- 


erAsVik, 276, earthly. (Finliiy, 


a™. 


"oliddik.") 


devysB, direction. 


eriish, elvish. 


dayiitaous, dainty. 


ask, neicJ. 


agbt, 225, placed, i«mved. 


etin (Daniali jatte), gimU. 


dight(TOru),H«»m™. 


even cloth, 113, fine cloth? 


diune, 12, trouble, cirnam- 


oTerik, every. 




everjchon, every one. 


distans, 23, disieaiiort, itrife. 




done, do. 




doo. <toe. 


faiue, deme. 


doubt, dout, fear. 


feine, ff(£K/. 


dought, ««M, miffil; 112, 


fairest, forest. 


mas, <"« '^«- 


feiid,/oiBii 


dow, could. 


fare, ffo. 


dm^ie, ™«™M "S-feM 


fer«r, ^rffier. 


d«e,«#«-. 


fawte, Wiini. 




fayraa,jiei-ce. 


dromUe, trolled, glam^. 


feat, neat, dexterous, nimife. 


drjBBjnge, dreising. 


fed, 100, animals, deer; lOT, 


dnla, (oiToiB, (miife. 


reni, (riiirie. 


dullfull, dfl!e/«i. 


feed, same as food, fad, we*. 


dyght, dj-s/ht, oA^erf, m^ 


(«r«,>no«,««™m, orcAiW: 


ra^o^ dretsed. 


feires, coinpaiuoRg, mojea. 






ear, <i)0», eor?)/. 


fell, kiU, moor. 


eerie, dry, /e«tf«i,p™&rf»ff 


ferli, 21S,foirlyr 


taptrslilious dread. 


ferlie, ferly, loowfer. 


eghne, fges. 


feriich, ii>i»ufrc>iu. 


B^is, eagk-i. 


terme,ax!eredtimfem. 


elda, eldran, »;<;. 


l&t,fatU, fetched. 


Elfln, 362, Elf-land. 


felliill, ^(Ma. 


elritoh, eZmrf. 


fforthi, tha-^ore. 


Budres-daye, 98, pasf-dayt 


flfthen,/y!ft. 


ether da^jf See Halliwell's 


fil, /eff. 




first ane, frst. 


"Of my fortune, how it ferda, 


firth, (frith,) luood. 
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fiKfl, 274, fine. 


geeing, 278, gttadng; or.ifa- 


flang. ft^ng. 


sre, A. Shx. gitsung? 


flangb, fiew. 


getteriie, gilter^, kind o/horp. 


flaw, 173, lie. 


ghesting, lodsinii, hoipilaSk 


fleer, jiwr. 




fleyd,/HffSi«ie!f. 


gied, H>en/. 


flone, arrow. 


gien, skea. 


fode, creaiHre, cft.H. 


6!d, gius, ■/. 


fond, try, mate (rial. 


gieed, o iuriiiBj cont 


fonda,/o™d. 


glided,274. Hj-siidedT 


forbj e, oside. 


gliDt, sfcom. 


fordoo, Seeiroy. 


gon, ie^BBjyei^iwTneii 


foremost min, 168, (like best 






goud, gold. 


forowtt) n, wilhoat. 


goupen, the hoUaa of the httmt 


turtejnd, ftnppenei 


contracted to receine mg- 


forther,/iu-tter. 


ms- 


forthl, Ihere/ore. 


gowan, fomr. 


fonles iir^. 


gowd, gold. 


ftiine, juesfion. 


gowden,ff.ife«. 


froe, 275, tord, 2E3, Wj. 


gown of green, got onllie, 269, 


fee, frealy, mjtie, laiKly. 


VK-iwilk child. 


ftam, 8&-o«i,e. 


grayil, 260? 


frejry, fralemiiy. 


grae,/«™i-, ppze. 


frowte, /!■»(. 


green' d, toB^ieA 


fu',/a(t 


great, HKe/j. 


fnndyd, 275, teen/. 


grew.jraj. 


fytt, canto, iSiMm o/ a jonj. 


groom, maB,jCTni? man. 




gule, red. 


gad. Jar. 


gurlie, siormj, (Mi-(j. 


gae, saoe. 


gyne, demce. 


gae, iw, ffofip. 




gaLt, nae,™™.i/,no»Sere. 


ha', ftaa 


ealid, 278,>anfff 


had, Md, Uep. 


gangande, ,?«bj. 


hailsad, safuiai. 


gar, niflte, cause. 


faalch,ia(«(e, emin.ee. 


gare, 193, slrip. 


hallow, Aoifoio. 


garthes, sir/jb. 


Hallowe'en, 120, the eve of 


gate, 226, tnay. 


AU-Sainta' day, sappos«d 10 
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bs peouliflrly favorable for 


bose, 238, cZa?-. 


intercourse witli the rnvM- 


howkit, d^g. 


ble world, all fairies, witcfi. 


bowin,W™,- fcvrf, fcis jrroBBd 


63, and ghosU being tben 


OTtteionio/oiiyeam. 


abroad 


hunt s-ba% huniing-lodge. 


hab, halse, K'ck . holaed, 


b^e, in, in ios(e,- 33, perhaps 


g>e^ted 




hal>, h»!s 


Ii-igbte,ftid; WMcai&rf. 


haice, hwne 


b^nde, SDidS, j(Hp(%, nmnit. 


hap, coi>.r. 


Ljje,in,20,f»&Hto,^o««(. 


harde, heard. 


ie«. 


hams,*™™,- ham-pan, iifitt 




hate, hat. 


io,/. 


hat, hH. 




iuuxi, hold 


ilka, cQfA. 


haved, had. 


ilfce, same. 


heal, cowMl 


inowje, ™msS. 




Intill, into, upon. 




irall«,9S. Qu.r!alIe,r<M,aIf 






hegh, high , heghere, higher. 


jawes, 22T, ditahes ; jawp'd, 


bi>m,&em. 


25T, dasifil. spadered. 




jelly, >«3,j.;«Fsani. 


hflnt,tooI 


jimp, sfeni&r, neat 


herbere, arbttr, orchard. 


jolly, prdty, gay. 


herme, Jucna. 




hethyn, 107, hence. 




bett, bid. 


kajie, ren(. 


heved,*W; 


karp, talk, relate itoriet. 


hi, 275, L 


kemb, cotab. 


high-ooird, Ush-oul. 


ken, Inoio. 


bind, ffenlfe. 


keppit, eoajif, kttpt. 


hind, lBO,s(ripfinff. 


ketela, fo(a. 


him kne, atone. 


kiest, eas(. 


hingers. hanging!. 


kilted, tMked. 


bin., <W7,«-. 


\LM,Und<yf. 


bith, At^fit, h caaed. 


kindly, 230, "jrooioH"? 


holleii, ft-rf/j. 


kirk, ciarcft. 


bore, hoar, hoary. 


kist,ae^ 
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knave-bnim, male dm. 


lift, air. 


knicht, Mghl. 


likes, [feiniiDifies. 




lingcam, 148, iod;,, = leccam ? 


uidle;, laMly, halhiamt. 


linger, taper. 


laigh-coli'd, to^ue. 


link, iDoffi iriaifj ; am in arm. 


laith,iM«. 


lire, /u», eouB/eBflure. 


lana, alime , loined with pro- 


hth, Z;S, iupple, ;uii«er. 


nonns, aa my lane, his 


lithe, listen. 


lane, lior hns, tlieir lane. 


lodlye, halhly. 


mytelf alone, c^ 


loffe, fa-e. 


lang, to think, originally, lo 


l™)f, Mlow of the hand. 


leem img, then In be weary, 


ioot, iow. 


feel ennui 


loot, kl. 


lap»nde,fosp™ff. 


loun, fewB. 




looted, ioiMd. 


lat, latteii, kf. 


lown, tone. 


lauehtera, fccSs. 


Jowjhe, rtrajJed, imiled. 


laverock, larh. 


Inifsomely, lovmgli/. 


leal, %n(, chaste. 


luppen, (eap!. 


iBocam, bodi). 


iygs«. ios- 


led^ lead. 


Ijggande, Isrini?. 


lee,«e. 


Ijle, UtHe. 


iBBsome, pleasant, meeL 


lystnj's, listen. 


leEfe, 22, fence f 


lylh, meinSer, Umb. 


lere, fere, doctrine ; kam. 




les, lesyng, ^inff, fie. 




laase and mors, smajler ana 




greater. 


maik, mate. 


^eVl,UtAe,Mnder,U«dera«ce; 


makane, ?na£tn^. 


delay 1 withonten lette, /or 


mane, moaa. 


acertainls. 


manswom, perjwed. 


lenodys, ladie,. 




leuOT, (V'^, ratter. 


moEte, moat, greatest. 


ienje, Uughed. 


maon, must. 


leven, 111, imm. 


mannnii, may mH. 


levin, Ughtning. 


mawys, mavis, dagiag (imii. 


ley-land, !«a-fam/, notploaghed 




licht, %*!. 


medill-erthe, earth, the lyiper- 


liohted, Uohied, 


m/rU. 
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mekiil, great, hrgi. 




niost, flcK, neai-fjf, cine. 


mell, BiallH. 




notii, nouth, nui. 


meloudo, >MMy. 




noutJier, iioyther, neitter. 


meuske<), 21«, kanored. 










on, IB. 






on ane, nnim. 


merb^oot, 274, marh-Aot, dis- 


one, on, in. 


timee beliiKea bota-Biarks. — 


onie, HBjr. 


Flnliiy. 




or,^e,*?A>'-e. 


merrys, man-est. 




orfaifi, 9y, embroultry. 






Oryence, OWen!. 


micbt, mii//i(. 




oure, mtr. 


middle-eurd, tlis isyer 


worU, 


over one, 23, in o coinpanj, to. 


placed beln'ccn ilie netbar 


gelheri See Jainieaon'a 


regions imd tlie eky. 




&w«isft Dictionary, in V. 


mindtxl, rfiiit:iil>ered. 






minion, /we, tisiranl. 




owre, oyer, too. 


niirlt,dfl,l 




owretum, refnmt. 


mith,«Hffi( 






made, puitioa enei^s 




pae,;woMti. 


mod J, luuj jeivKs 






mold, mould eailh,gr«und. 


pall, ru/itM. 






palmer, p^-i'm. 


more, ffr*n(c! 




papeioye»,i«pi-B>9»- 


most, ff. ««/«(. 




parda,pa>-die«. 


raotli, mii/!iL 




pautll, paw, *eoi nifi the /oat. 


mother miked, naled 


01 at 


pay, 2ST, pfcasure, lata/ae- 


ow'tk.lh 




iion. 


mouthe, imf/ht 




paye, 104, C0B(fn(. 


muckle, «m,h 




payetrelle, 89, (otberi«ise,pa- 


Mungo, bl , 5( Kenilffe 




ttel, poitrail, peetorsJe.&o.! 


my lane, aluae. 




a Heel phle for the protee- 


myke), muc;.. 




lion of a liorse's thest. 
payrelde, apparelled. 


na,no(;iiD.mena,tiamef 


«.(,^c. 


peidi, par dla. 


nay, dem:>L 






neist, nrat 






newfangle, 9, [trifiatg. 




tender leaves. 


Hmt), %;,!, Wse. 




pl^,lli,pUce, palace. 
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plyit, fHisil, pramiiB. 
poterDflr, fi, pouch, pjtrse- 

Bighlly mrrecled by Percy 
yWwi poterver. Beepauton- 

niSre, pontonaria, and pan- 

tonarius, in ffeaschel's td^ 

ofDnoange. 

pcieve, prove. 

prink'd, prinn'd, adomtd, 

dreit up, made neat. 
pristly, emTieaan. 
propino, gift. 



mshfog, lirildnff Uhe a boar. 

ntthely, qaUkly. 

ntnght, reached. 

raainef teasis of cka^ prey- 
redd, 22, explained. 

lede, cotoael. 

reekit, 299, sttamed. 

reels bone, 99, on wJcaomt 
(naterial, of tuAicA laddles, 
eepedally, are £n the ro- 
mancet said to he made ; 
called varloiuly, rewel-boue, 
{Ctmt. 7WM,I3,80T,)rowel- 
bone, reufUe-lKnie, and 
{ Tomig fl«ii«, voL It, 12) 
royal-bona. 

i«et, roof. 

reme, kingdom. 



rldand, riding. 

rived, 23S, {arrival,) travelled, 

roughl, route, rowle, rout, 

band, tympany. 
routh, plenty, 

rown-tree, meunioin-aih. 

rybybe, kind if Jiddle. 
ryn.ran. 



Eafe-guard, a ridingsixrU 

Eeghe, saw. 

eaikless, gmllless, 

sained, a'osstd, consecrated, 

sail, lAall. 

aame, 25, some, each. 

Bathe, soofh, trafh- 
eav, tapng, lale. 
saw try e, psaltery. 
ecathe, damage. 
Echsne, iAime. 
scho, ehe. 
schone, atoet. 

sculil, diOidd. 

aeannachy, gerteatogiat, bard, 

or itory-ldler, 
seek, lack. 
sekirlye, tmlg. 
selle, saddle. 



iiM=^i>,Googlc 



iiM=^i>,Googlc 



